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“SO YOU ARE REALLY GOING TO-MORROW ”” 


A ROSE OF MAY. 


(A NOVELETTE.) 


OHAPTER L 
Tae wanderer had returned to his home, but 
there was no ness on his facs, no gladness In 
bishears! Why should there be! 
Sixtesn years ago he had gone Into voluntary 
Sxile ; sixteen years ago he had turned bie back 
upon his native land, a ruined and outraged 


man, 

As he stood In the highway looking beyond 
park and meadow to the dull grey walls of The 
Manor, his brow contracted, and his eyes grew 
epes — = ao of the day on which 

ep oud o u , mad with mi 
snd dishonour, — . mK 

,Oaly the morning before he had risen fall of 
«ad, exaltant life, belleving himeelf the happiest 
manu under the sun, 


ROY ASKED, DISCONSOLATELY, 


He had spent the long hours with his beantifal | of the datles waiting him in England, afraid 
wife and hie dearest friend, and had planned | to remember that the little child of two, who 
pleasant excursions for the remainder of this | had bidden him a tearful -bye, was grow- 
former's stay at The Manor. | ing nearer to womanhood with each passin 

The nex day he found himself rnined by the} year. 
man for whom he had stood bond—betrayed by | Often and often, thinking of the old adage, 
the wife he had loved with all the passionate | ‘Like mother, like daughter,” he wished her 
fervour of a atrong vature. | dead | 

They had flown together, she taking all ber{ Ther, agala, he would pray that she might 
jewels and as rauch gold aa she could find In his | not fulfil the promise of beauty she had giveu 
desk. “, | when a child, Her mother’s beaaty had been 
He had followed them, intent apon revenge, ; her ruin, 
bet the false wife escaped him in a tragic way He scarcely ever wrote, never unless ib was 
Bhe was climbing the Alpe with her peramour | absolately necessary, and he never encouraged 
when her foot slipped, or she turned giddy—no | the girl to correspond with him, so that father 
one seemed rightly to know which-—and she fell| snd child were se very strapgers each to the 
over a terrible precipice, and her body waz never other. 
recovered, | $he waa eighteon now, and It was necessary 
Ludwig Hargrave, too, eluded the wronged | that she should have a protector, stronger and 
husband, and ne one knew where he had hidden abler than poor Httle Miss Rance, her governess, 
hiuaself, who had clung to her, loved her for her father’s 
| For efxteen years Rolf Strong had wandered sake. 
| whither bis melancholy fancy lsted, heediess| How changed the old place was! The park 
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palings were broken in sundry places, the hedges 
ragged and untrimmed ! 

A few deer were visible, and they came 
cautiously to lock at the man who atood by 
the iron gates, fighting with hls deadly anguish. 

They did nob recognize him, although once they 
had answered his call as readily as his favourite 
hound. 

He laughed loudly and bitterly, and. the 
startled deer fled across the park ab topmost 
8 . 

He pushed open the heavy gates and entered, 
How quiet the placa was! Scarcely ever a bird’e 
song stirred the heavy silence ! d 

Rolf Strong strode on his way, wondering how 
his daughter would receive him, and what changes 
he would fiad in the old home, 

The grass grew long and thick up the broad 
drive, and where myriad flowers had once bloomed 
he saw only weeds. The man’s great heart began 
to fail him, 

No ove came to the hall-door.to welcome him, 
* no one saw him, there was no: sign of life aboud 
the place, 

A honeysuckle hung ite long tendrils over the 
porcb, so low that one must brash: them aside if 
one would enter; an wopruned magvolia almost 
hid the windows from view, 

Evidently {t was long sincs a foot had crossed 
the threshold, for the moss grew soft and green 
upon the steps. 

Groaning, the man rang the bell,: How the 
shrill peal echoed through the silent passages | 
And as he walted he hoard slow steps spproach- 
ing, then a woman’s.yolce bidding some one open 
the door quickly, next the sound of bolts with- 
drawn, and then the door was cautlously opened 
by an old servant-man, bebind whom stocd a 
woman wearing a frilled emp, The latter flung 
up her hands at seelog Rolf, os. 9 es - 

“Oh, thank Heaven !”.<she cried. "My 
or are heard, master, and you have eome.at 

etl’ 


The master war touched more than hecared to 
show by the simple, genuine joy the sld couple 


displayed at bis return, and—perhaps to cover-}nec 
ies 


“Do you always live at the back of the 


his emotion—sald, brurquely,— 


honse?"” 

“Yes,” answered Mrs, Mead, spologetically, 
© You sae there’s no one but Mead and. me so 
keep the place tidy.” ‘ 

And she would have broken.oud {nto rapturous 
exclamations once more had nota ttle elderly 
lady appeared on the scene, 

She must have been pretoy once, and even 
now her face had a delicate bloom like a young 
girl's; but it faded when she saw the dcark- 
bearded man etandiog in the hall, and she tried 
valnly to speak or move, 

Mr. Strong went forward, and took her tremb- 
ling hands In his kindly. 

** Haven’t you a word of welcome for me, Mis3 
Rance t” 

Tears came fato the faded but still pretty 


6. 

“Oh!” she sald, with quivering Mpe, “how 
glad Iam! How glad Yolande will be! " 

At his daughter's name he frowned, aud turned 
aside. 

“* Where fe she?’ ho asked, coldly. 

*In the rosery.. Lot me run and prepare her 
fo meet you.” . 

‘'No, uo! I would see her in a natural mood, 
I do not wish her to have Jelaare to frame any 
protty epeeches,. I will take her by aurpries, 
Tell me, has she grown like her mother?” 

“She fs like, aud yot unlike ; and distinetly 
diferentin ways and heart.” 

“Thank Heaven for that, although I am afrald, 
you guileless soul, you are nob a very good 
jadgs. of character, And I suppose “Yolande 
fas never been exposed to temptation of avy 
kind?" 

‘*Bayond an occasional walk through -the 
village, and ths Sanday eervices, she has seen 
nothing of life. We never have a visitor, and she 
has no,companifons.” 

. ““Hamph! Ther.as yet her virtues only are 
spoarent, her vices sleep. .There, I did not mean 
to hurt you. Ob, you have turned the. old 
library Into ageneral jiving room! Thanks, no; 











Iwill not walt for any refreshment. I am going 
to find my daughter.” 

He passed ont of the French window, and 
waiked through the neglected but fragrant 
gardens, until he came to the confines of the 
rosery, 

Many of hls favourite bushes were long eince 
dead, bat there was still a profusion of blooma, 
or would be ina week or two, 

Brambles trailed slong the ripe, tall grass, and 
many brilliant-hued bads peeped up from their 
green bed, 

Here aud there a discoloured statue gleamed 
through the mass of follage, and the tinkling of 
a fountain roade pleasant musfc close by. 

Here he had been wont to walk with his 
young wife, for whom he planned all good and 
beautifal things; and here, throngh swaying 
branches, he saw her child and his coming 
towards him, bat wholly unconscious of bis 

BENCE, 

She was walking slowly; her hed bend over 
@ small volame, her eyes Intent wpo. ite pages ; 
aod the man drew a sharp breath as he watched 
her, \¥ ’ 

Taller than her mother; and with a uobler 
beanty than she had’ 6ver: posested, “and yet 
sufficiently like thedead Woman to be teeognleed 
as her daughter, ¥ ine 

She wore an old-fashioned. gown 
with eprige of roses and. fe 


—(h remembered 
speared att Ha whs ah 


OF We [aine, 
me nots abput tt 
his wife had frst 
dn the ekirt and 


somewhat scanty, and the Giepleyed the 
white, slender weiets libsrally,. 

Her head wae hcoverdd, and the stn turned 
her bright browmhatr into @ crown, 


She was fair and sweet weh to win his 
heart, and yet he felt no leve for her. 

Yolande,” he said, in a low, deep voice, and 
the girl started violently, '‘ Yolande, do you 
know me?” ° ; 

She began to tremble and grew very ‘white as 
he advanced and offered his hand; thet; yviths 
— gesture, she threw her arms Bbout his 


Father, father!" she sald, and her lovely 
face was Instinct with rapture, her besatliful 
brown eyes full of happy tears, ‘‘ You will stay 
with me now—always? Oh, the time has been: 
sad without you!” and she threw back ber heat 
the better to look {nto his face, 


1© With gentle coldness he unloosed her slender, 


slinging hands, and, holding her abt arm’s length, 
looked earnestly Into her eyes. 
“T wonder,” he sald, ‘if you are as 


good as 
you are beautiful?” ' ats 


a hye 


She shrank alittle from him, chitled by bis}: 


manner. She had expected to receive passionate 
embraces, to listen to loving words. “The beanti- 
fal mouth quivered, and her colour came and 
went Gtfully. 

“ Father!” she sald, ecarcely above a whisper, 
“are you not glad to see me, or have you stayed 
so long away you donot love me? Ob! [f you 
knew how often I have pictured your home- 
coming, what grand dreams I have dreamed of, 
how we would epend our days together-——” 

He interrupted her with a hareh laugh. 

* What a home-comfng! The grass grows In 
the drive where once friends came by scorés ; the 
bouse Is 8 ruin, my fortune Is at the lowest ebb, 
aud there {s no one to wéleome me,” “ 

“Save Yolande,” she sald, in # low, unsteady 
voice, “Oh, my dear! I know how you have 
suffered | E know how bitterly you lavemourned 
my mother; but surely you will let me be some 
help, some comfort to you 3” 

“ What do you know of your mother }’ he 
questioned, with averted eyes. 

“Ab! no little; nothing but ‘that ebe dled 
young, that she was beautiful, and you loved her 
as your life!’’: 

Mr. Strong groaned fy. the bitterness of his 
hear}, and once more the girl ventured to ley her 
hand upon bis arm. 

“Often aud often,” she sald, wistfally, *'I 
have lovged to hear all her story, but neither 
Mead nor Miss Rance will tell me anything ; 
they shake their heade and say, ‘Ib fs a 


painful eubject; her loss broke your father’s | grief, 
i” “J, too, have lost her,” she thought, ‘bat 4 


heart,’ ” 


‘And this is all you know? You have uever 
heard how she died }”’ 

“No; avd day after day Pyelt before her 
pleture and wonder if all wotld have been 
different if she had lived. Oh! TF wieh I coula 
remember her, how she looked and spoke.” 

The man beside her winced; then said 
hoareely,— 

“It fe as well you should remain fn Igvor 
ance.” 

"You mean because to hear all would sadden 
mei” she questioned, lifting her eyes to his 
heggard, dark face. ‘You have all been so 
thoughtinl for me, but I do not think ic 
wie to keep all sorrow or shadow of sorrow 
from me,” 

He regarded her with a sort ef surprise. [i 
was not thas her mother would have spoken; she 
was fretful if her p'easure were spolled but for a 
day ; and he sald, in a gentler tone than he had 
yet ueed, — 

“Ba happy.while you may, Yolande ; there 
ie sorrow in store for all’ You cannot hope to 
escaps the common lot, Is your life pleasant 
here” 

“In the summer, yes 7 ‘and now that you have 
come I shall have nothing to wieh for.” 
“But in the winter; Yolande } 

anxious to leave Stowe 1” 

"Yes, I should lke to see something of the 
world, Are you angry?’’as he frowned vpon 
her, “Isit not natural? “f'am so young, aod | 
have no companions.” = 

“Yee, it ts natural,” coldly, @nd added, soft. 
voce, “you are your mother’s daughter.” 

‘* Father)” the eweet young volce was very 
wistful, the beautifal tawny brown cyes were 
suspiciously moist. ‘Do you know you have 
not kissed me yet?” 

He tarned from her half fo anger, half in 
pain—her volce had sounded so like her 


You are 


4 mother’s—and strode toward# the house, leavir ¢ 


her alone. - : 

She did not attempt to follow lifts, but ehe 
watched him through her bilid@ing tears, and 
with hands fast locked, In her beard sbe 
wondered why he should hate her, and prayed 
ramen that she might fiad some way to 
: te towards her, 

went back to the houses, and found 

her way to the study. It pre “@ striking 
contrast to all the other unused rooms, for tt 
had olande’s special tare and delight tc 
ok bright for " father’s coming.” 
, were flowers ‘fa the windows, little 

ty nick-nacks tastefally arranged, and not # 
Apeck of dust visible in any corner or crevice. 

‘ehermantelplece hung the portrait of «_ 
young and beautiful woman, richly dressed, anc 
wearlig blood-red rubles in her hair, Yolande 
went forward, and kneeling on a chair, looked 
into the fair, sensuous face with eyes full of love 
and longing. 

*€Ob, mother! oh, my mother! Why did yu 
leave me lonely # And why, ff he so loved you, 
should he hate your child? Oh, teach me how to 
win his heart, how to make bis sad life happy ;” 
and suddenly she bowed her face upon her hands, 
and wept passfonately. 

Ralf Strong, standing in the doorway, listening 

to his daughter’s pathetic appeal, felt softened 
towards her; and obeying his more generous 
Impulse, advanced to ber, “She heard hie step, 
and started erect. He saw her face wee 
disfigured with tears, that, despite her efforts 
to regalia her self-contro!, she was terribly 
agitated. 
"®VE you forgive me, cbilat’* he «aid, 
tenderly ; ‘I ama a strange, uncouth fellow, but 
you must try to bear with me, and rub off some 
‘of my angles,” and, stooping, he dived the 
tremulous mouth. " ogi 

Ib seemed to her her prayer was already 
anewered, and her gratitude made her epeech- 
less, She clang about bim with tender hands #s 
though, having found bim, she could never let 

Im go. 

He drew her: gently from the room, aud she 
noticed that he never glanced at his wife's por 
trait, and wondered at the strangeness of mien # 
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ilove to look on her beautifal face ; it eeems to 
bring her near.” 

She would have been considerably surprised 
sud grieved had she known that, at miduight, 
when all othera were sleepiag, he stole to the 
etady, and holding hie candle high, gazed into 
the dead woman’s face, with love and reproach 
etruggling for mastery In his eyes. 

“ Alleyn! Alleyn!” he muttered, hoarsely, 


“I wish you had died before you wrovght tha |- 


child this wrong. Ob! What a bitter dower you 
have given her! Woman, I wish I bad killed 
you before the world knew your ehame.” 

He lifted bis hand as though he would 
strike the fair and smiling face; then, with a 
bitter groan, he turned away and crept up 
0 bis solitary room. It was long before he 
slept, and through all his dreame he saw Alleyn, 
and always she canie between Yolande and 
happiness. 


CHAPTER IL 


Bur Yolande found {f very hard to win her 
father’s love. Hs was harsh and stern fn hie 
manner towards her, and regarded all her ways 
and words with a suspicion she could not under- 
stand, and she would ask no questions of Miss 
Rmece or Mead, leash they should think she 
accused him unjustly. 

She was very sad [In those early days, so sad 
that abt times she would kneel before her mother's 
picture aud pray her wildly to teke her away. 
She was too innocent to guess that, day by day, 
her father’s heart was yearning towards her, 
and only pride and fear that she, too, would 
decelve him made big manner #0 constrained, 

Sometimes she walked with him In the park 
or garden, They scarcely ever croased the 
boundary of his estate, but Yolande never com- 
plained ; she seemed content with her books and 
his eoclety. Then, too, she found endless amuse- 
ment and pleasure with the old piano bought so 
long ago for her mother, 

Mr. Strong watched her with surprise and 
growing love ; it hars him cruelly that all her 
ilfe should be buried in the old Manor. It muat 
not—it should nob be. He would exert himself 
to make her daye brighter, to bring some gleam 
of pleasure to her. 

He was very watchfal of her. In secret he 
bai overhauled her little library, conaleting 
wholly of books borrowed from the study. He 
found & re among:) them, a Milton 
and, Longtellow, volumes of Carlyle’s, Dickens’ 
and Spencer's works, but nothing that could 
reese his taste, and he prayed with all his 


eart,—— 

“ Heaven keep her pure!” 

In- the first few days following his reburo 
he noticed Miss Rance was busily comployed 
making point lace, which she always hurried 
out of slghtb at Yolande’s spproach, and 
he asked in,am amused way what was the 
nite Mise R egarded him reproaebfal! 

ance r re ye 
_ “Don’t you know! Why the thirty-firet is 
es bicthday, and Tam worklog the: tace 

or her,” i 

‘O! what use will It be in a place like Stowe— 
aa she sees no one?” 

he won't: always live.at S'owe,” promptly ; 
CW eedhe tobecp ker terehben? 

“Do you want her to go the same way her 
mother went?" he lamented sternly. . 

_‘* No,’ and the little lady met his regard un- 
fiachingly, although her heart was throbbing 
™ost uncomfortably at her own temerity, “ Bat 
‘ maintain you are doing your daughter a cruel 
wrong in keeplog her so secluded. If ehe had 
been in the habit of golng abroad ber mother’s 
story would be well-nigh forgotten now ; as It is, 
her ficst eppearance in soclety will revive itin all 
ite hidden detalls.” 

“ And you, who love her, wonld advise me to 
subject her to bitter pain and humilfation 1” 

“Who would be so bade as to tell her the 
shy ethleg knowing wuss sender” provision yoo 
aOly 86 , KDO what n 
can make for her, Mr. Sorong, aseert yoaredlt. 





run away trom {t as cowards do.” 

The ttle woman’s eyes kindled, and the gentile 
face flushed ruddily, Rolf Strong looked ab her 
in amazement, 

"I believe you are right, 
learns the truth }” 

'' Her love for you would heip her to bear it,” 
Mies Rance sald, with conviction. 

He was silent a moment, then said, “I have 
news for you. I have been etriving to obtain 
employment since my return to Eogiand, and at 
last I have succzeded, I have sscured the post 
of secretary to Lord Ringrove, the Tory whip, 
and enter on my duties next week. I have also 
advertised the Manor, and hope I have found a 
saltable tenant. I shall know by to-morrow’s 
post,’ 

“Oh! I am glad to hear of your ouccess ; bat 
it will be an awful wrench to leave this dear old 
place! Where are we going—for I am to flit with 
you. !” she questioned anxiously. 

©“That gces without ssying. I have not so 
many friends that I-can afford to lose the truest 
of them al),” he auswered, with some emotion. 
*'T have writted to Elsie Marriott, my cousin, and 
Yolande’s godmother, asking if she can recom- 
mend a small and enitable house. So you see 
both you and the child will be plunged at once 
{nto all sorte of gaietles. I want to see how she 
will comport herself under such strange circum- 
stances, 

" With the same sweetness that she has shown 
ail through her life.”’ 

*T am afraid,’ he began fn his ordinary 
cynical tone; but Miss Rance interrupted bia 
indiguanily, ' 

“Tf you doubt your daughter, why do you 
carry her where you hint temptation waite her! 
Rolf Scrong, you ovght to be ashamed of your 
suspicions, Taey are unworthy any Christian 
gentleman.”’ 

‘He laughed. It was such s new experience 
to see Mise Rance angry ; and then, when he 
realised she was deeply hurt, he poeseased bimeeif 
of the little, busy, fluttering hands, and esfd, 
gently, — 

** Forgive me, I waa wrong to play upon your 
affection In such fashion. I will endeavour not 
to cffand again. And now I have taken you foto 
my confidence, and I am eure you wil! not betray 
it, Iwish Yolande to remaio in igaorance of my 
movements until all fs settled.” ~ 

"You shall be obeyed implicitly,” delighted at 
the trust repored in her ; “ and now what are you 
going to give Yolande to-morrow!” 

**T have no gift of any worth to offer, 
simply ignore her birthday.” 

“She will feel it keenly ff you do, There 
is that old gold bracelet you found after— 
after ——” nA 

‘*Atter my wife's flight,” he supplemented, 
coldly. ‘Shall I offer my child a bauble too 
poor to excite her mother’s cupidity? No” 
passionately, “ She shall, in fature, wear nothiag 
that wretched woman diecarded, or left behind 
fa her hurry,” and he wert out of the room 
frowulng heavily, 

So the next day Yolande walted valnly for his 
= wishes, and the sight of all the yards of 

my lace her governess had wrought for her only 
brought tears to her eyes, recalling vividly, as it 
did, her father’s apparent neglect. 

At night she crept close to him as they sat 
together in the darkening room. 

‘Have you forgetten this is my birthday!” 
she satd, a little uncertainly. 

The wistfal tone touched him; but he sald 
quietly, '‘ Did you expect a gift }” 

“No, dear; bn’. I thought—I thought you 
would remember to wish me many happy 
returns. It ts the first birthday we have epent 
together.” 

She ceased enddenly, and he felt rather than 
saw that her eyes were filled with bitter tears, 
He drew her to him and kfased her tenderly, 
"Tt is not too late to offer you good wishes now, 
I bsve nothing else to give.” 

But she was satisfied. 

The following day Mr, Strong received two 


Bat if Yolande ever 


I shall 





letters ; one from the eligible tenant, who wished 
to take immediate of the Manor for a 


; 





Go into society, live down your shame! Don’t | tsrm of three years, and at a liberal rent; the 


“ther from Mrs. Marrfott, his widowed cousia ; 
and @ leader of fashion, The last letter read 
thus :— 


‘My pear Rou, 

‘I shali never forgive you that you have not 
paid me so much as a fising visit since your 
return. Considering our close relationsbip, and 
the years we spent together when children, I 
think you have treated me very shabbily. 

‘* However, [am not golwg to «cold you; that 
would, indeed, be s sorry way of welcoming you 
back. You cannot think how delighted I am 
you have secured that secretarycship. Lord Rin- 
grove Is my personal friend, aud » very good sort 
of fellow ; and you are wise to leb the Manor. 
Tt ts the only way in which you can recoup your 
loases, nnd secure the estate for your descen- 
dante. 

* But when you speak of taking a house here 
for a matter of two months you are demented. 
What have I ever done that you should doubt 
my affection} ‘ Nothing,’ you say. 

" Well, then, for the present, let my home be 
youre. You and Yolande, with that dear, unzel- 
fieh eoul, Ada Rance, shal! pay me a visit, and ab 
the end of the season It will be time enough to 
secure a home elsewhere, bealdes which I can in- 
troduce my god-daughter to society, 

You tell me she is besutifal, and beauty fs 
a great power; but I am afraid her mother’s elu 
wiil spoll her chance of matrimony. 

* Excuse me that I speak plaiuiy, aud that I 
advise you to enlighten her ignorance at once. 
To time she will grow used to the dea, and wii 
know how to meet slighte, 

“Poor child! She has been eadly neglected, 
and I blame myselt very much for this. List mo 
do my best ucw to atons for my siz. 

* With love to her and to ycu 

" Beileve me, yours, 
‘‘ Eustg Marriott.” 


“PS3—(The ladies’ neual, you eee.) Don't 
trouble about Yolande’s ontfit, I shall provide 
that; itis my duty and my privilege.” 


Me, Strong went In search of his daughter, 
to whom he imparted his news, only keeping 
back her mother’s story, 

She ifetened tp silence, and he was glad to see 
she did not sppear overjoyed at the idea of leav- 
ing Stowe. 

Now the actual parting with her dear old home 
wae so near she was rather saddened than other- 
wiee, and went about touching this or that thing 
with gentle handa, 

The new tenant had decided to accept the ser- 
vices of Mead as lodgekeepsr; and although he 
and his wife hated the idea of performing any 
duties for the " lnterloper,’’ ar they called him, 
Miss Rance quickly persuaded them it was for 
the beat, and bade them look forward to the day 
when the “Master” ehould returo prosperous 
and happy to his home. 

It was a sunny afternoon, early fo June, when 
Mrs, Marriott walked to and froin her boudoir, 
as reetless aa a caged tiger, 

“'T hope,” so ran the Iady’s meditations, ‘I 
hope the girl is a prude ; for at the least bint of 
frivolity in her (however innocent), people will 
revive the past to ber burt. Poor child! I could 
almost wish her dead.” 

“Mr, Amory !'’ announced a servant, and aa 
Mre. Marriott tarned a young fellow of bandsome, 
debonair appearance, lounged into the pretty 
apartment. 

"You, Roy! 
cup of tes.” 

"Thank you; that is exactly what I came 
for,” and he sank with an alr of exbauetion into 
the eaelest chair he could find, ‘‘This is better 
than roasting in the Row,” he said, turning a 
pair of bright blue eyes upon his hostess. ‘ By 
the way, why is it I find you alone to-day?” 

‘fam waiting the arrival of my guestes I 
told you, did I not, that I expected my cousin, 
hie daughter, and her governess to-day }” 

**] believe you did, But I forgot all about 


Sit down and let me give yous 


them, or I would not have intruded,” 





Mrs. Marrlot laughed, 
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“T like to have you here, and pray ctay with 
me until the ordeal of meeting them is over. 
You see, ft is sixteen years since Kolf and I 
met, and the girl I have never seen since her 
christening.” 

‘* How awful to refivct on your neglect,” the 
Ur ogee throng te pdaoe tak, Cth one 

yellow _w was 
soft and pretty enough to adorn a woman's head. 
"Well, Pll take compassion on you and stsy. 
And what is the god-daughter’e name !” 

" Yolande ; It is uncommen.” 

“Uacommonly lovely! She ought to havea 
face like an angel to match her name.” 

*€ She wil] probably disappoint you.” 

“Oh, without doubt. I know s gir) named 
Lily, and she bears as much resemblance to that 
flower as I do to Hercules. She hae cheeks the 
colour of peonies, and hair so deepiy and un- 
mistakably red that a bull would take fright at 
it on first sight—and she is freckled eo terribly 
that you cannot tel! what her skin originally was 


‘like |” 


“You are very severe ; but probab!y when her 
parents named her they were dwelling upon her 
resemblance to the Tiger Lily!” 

“Who is severe now, I would like to know t” 
laughing. Then, after a piuse, “ Miss Strong’s 
mother died young, did she not! I think I've 
heard the say so.” 

"Yes, she died when Yolande waa a mere 
ae answered Mrs. Marriott, with averted 

ace, 


"Strong cut up awfully rough about his wife's 
death, dida't he? Bolted from England, and did 
not turn up for years.” 

‘* He returned about three weeks ago.” 

The nolse of carriage-wheels attracted Roy's 
attention, Tarning his head, he sald,— 

** Your visitors are already here, so I will make 
myself scarce,” 

“Ob, no! Pray stay. Excuse me, I will be 
with you again in a few momente,” and she 
hurried away to welcome her guests, 

Roy stood at the window, and saw first a tall, 
sombre-looking man step ont and give his hand 
to a little, elderly lady ; then a young gir), some- 
what above the medinm height, and with her 
hands full of the onc; famous roses of Stowe, 
Toe shadows falling across her face made “ dusky 
the great amber eyes,” and as he looked at her 
the young man fatrly caaghb hfs breath with 
surprise and delight at her beauty. 

She stood # moment as though bewildered by 
her new surroundings; then, with a slow, eweet 
staile, she followed her fathar and his companion 
into the house. 

A lUbtle ister Mrs, Marrfott joined Roy 
Amory. 

“ You saw her, Roy ?” 

“Yes,” he answered, absently, ‘‘She is the 
loveliest creature I have ever seen! ” 

“And her name sults her admirably, eh ! 
Her volce, too, is as perfect as her face. Now, 
I must run away. She has no maid, and 
mine fs so stupid. Will you dine with us to- 
morrow 1” 

‘I shall be glad,” he answered, with so much 

eas that she smiled ; but when he was gone 
she went slowly and thoughtfully up to Yolande’s 
room. 

“ He is quite prepared to fall in love with her ; 
but the question {s, would Sir John consent 
to a marriage between them! Puvor child ! 
+ afrald not all her beauty will bring her 

p ’ 

As she entered, Yolande was brushing out the 
long masses of shining hair, and she turned with 
a smile to Mrs, Marriott, 

“Tb seems, cousin, we have taken you «alte by 
storm, but I was glad to come. I wished to know 
one who has been so uniformly kind to my dear 
father.” 

Elsle Marriott took the pure, sweet face 
between her hands, and looked earnestly into the 
grand, calm eyes, 

*‘Thope you will be very happy here,” she 
sald, gently. ‘*I hope you will learn to love me 
very dearly |” 

“T think I do that already,” simply ; “and I 
am eure I shall be happy with you,” 





CHAPTER I], 


THE next dey Mr. Strong put a cheque for 
twenty pounds in Mre. Marrlott’s hand, 

Do the best you can with It, Elsle. I 
cannot aftord more, You must buy inexpensive 
goods, az the child’s wardrobe Ia of the acan- 
tlest,” 

“IT wish you were less independent; bub you 
will hardly deny me the pleasure and privilege of 
addiug to ita little 1” 

“You are very kind, but don’t spol! Yolande 
for her future life." 

“By the way, Rolf, what do you think of Roy 
Amory?” 

** He seems a nice lad, but he ien’t fn the least 
like his father.” 

" No, Sie John Is a bit of a prig,” langhing. 
" Rog wouldn’t be a bad husband for Yolande. 
Hie is young, handsome, and will be rich !” 

© Elsie i Elsie! What an Inveterate match- 
maker you are! D> you auppose,” sadly, "a 
man like John Amory would consent to a mar- 
riage between his only son and my poor little 

rT ” ‘ 


Mrs. Marriott was silent, She, too, had fears 
for Yolande, but she would not confess this, and 
after awhile she said, — 

‘The girl is so beautifal, so winning in ways 
and speech, that she can woo any man to espouse 
her cause,” 

“So could her mother; and that may be 
counted rather against than for her.” 

On the next 'Taesday Yolande dressed for her 
first bail She was very calm outwardly, but 
her heart throbbed with excitement, and 
a faint dread ab the prospect of meeting many 


atrangers, 
“T hops I shall acquit myself decently,” ehe 
said to Miss Rance, who wae assisting her wi 
her tollet. “ How different it will be dancing 
in a crowded room to our mild exercise at 
home. I’m afraid I shall atterly break down fn 
the quadrille, and as for the Lancers—well, I 
must eit them out,” 

‘*Oh! a good partner wili help you through, 
and you will quickly learn all you need, O01! 
my dear, how beautifal you look!” claspiog 
ber hands fn ecstasy. 

Yolande flushed slightly as she regarded her 
reflection In the pler-glass, and, smiling at her 
companion’s delight prepared to leave the room, 
when a maid appeared bearing a beautiful 
bouquet of stephanotis, in the centre of which 
burned a vivid crimson rose, 

"From my father!” she sald, in a tender 
tone, but the maid answered, quickly,— 

“JT beg your pardon, miss; no, Mr. Amory’s 
servant brough6 them.” 

Tae blueh on the aweet young face deepened. 
She had seen Roy very ofven since she came to 
tows, and could not be bifnd to his growing 
interest In her. She trembled with a new, 
strange pleasure, and the grand eyes grew almost 
tender as they rested on the beaatiful blossoms 
she carried. Taere was a tiny slip of paper 
placed between the outer row and the lacs eur- 
rounding It. 

© With beet wishes, R. A.” 

Miss Rance had preceded her, and now she 
detached the slip of paper and placed it In her 
desk, then went alowly downstairs to meet her 
father and Mrs, Marriott. 

The former looked at her fn astonishment ; 
she waa so lovely in her new guise, It fs not 
true that “ beauty unadorned its sdorned the 
most.” A pretty woman grows positively 
lovely when tastefally dressed, and a plain one 
almost pretty. 

She wore no ornaments, and seen thus 
waa a beautiful type of the Eogileh girl as 
she should be, but as unfortunstely she Is not 
often. 

“Shall I pas: muster, father!” she asked, 
with a smile. 

* You are looking very well, my dear!’’ and 
he led her to the carriage. 

They reached Mre, Perrlo’s in 6 few moments, 
and tha pleasant little lady welcomed them 
cordially. 

“Tam proud to think yon will make your 
dvbut ap my house,” she eald to Yolande, and 





added with a srofle, ‘ Here te Mr, Amory ; hebas 
been waiting near the door from the moment he 
arrived,” 

She passed on to meet other gueste, and Roy 
advanced a little diffidently. He spoke a fow 
words to Mrs. Marriott and Mr. Strong, then gave 
his arm to Yolande, 

‘* Thank you so much for carrying my flowers,” 
he sald, in a low tone. 

"They are very beantifal, Mr. Amory, and J 
cannot tell you how proudl am of them,” she 
answered, guletly, and the grand calm eyes met 
hiea moment, and then she looked around at 
the gaily-dressed women and their laughing 
a 

She blushed brightly as curlous eyes were 
turned on her, and thought that Mayfair manners 
wore ecarcely In advance of country ways. She 
did not know that folks were eaying amongst 
themeelves,— 

“That woman’s daughter! Great heavens, 
what fe Mra, Marriots about! Lovely, yee, but 
she will never make any sensation—her parentage 
fs too well known.” 

“Leb me see your tablets,” Roy was saylog, 
and she gave the little plok and allver arrangement 
fato his hand, 

“ You will let me take this valee,” be said, with 
an alr of conviction. ‘‘I’m nob going to be 
put off with quadriiles and those sort of things.” 

Oh,” she answered, with a comical llétle moue, 
‘*] hoped you would ask only for them ; I am so 
ignorant of them,” — 

“Then 1:1 sacrifice myself and ask for one; 
the rest we'll sit out together.” 

“Tam afraid that would not do,” she sald, 
simply, and he was obliged to with her 
decision, knowing that Mrs. Grundy must not be 


outraged, 

Yolande's tablets were quickly filled, an? 
as she fivated round with or that partner 
msn turned to watch the lithe, beantifal figure, 
the superb face lit up by those grand, wonderful 


en, 
oi What a plty her mother made euch a slip,” 
said a gentleman to his partner. 

“She was a dreadful woman! I wonder 
the girl has the audacity to appear in select 


® Perhaps she does not know the story! And, 
after all, Strong was no worse than a great 
many others who live and die fa the odour of 


Tae lady was allenced, but she, in common with 
others, watched Yolande jealously, trying to find 
some flaw In her conduct, but failed ; for ignorant 
as she waa of the world she had all the instincts 
of a gentlewoman, and was not likely to shock the 
most fastidious taste, . 

After their valse Roy led her away to the con- 
servatory, where he chose the most secluded seat, 
and determined to have "five minutes bliss’’ 
before returning to ‘that Babel |” 
can saa seek tis Wane gue Wahl aL bo. 

and , e eyes pas- 
sion, for slready the boy told bimeelf he loved 
Yolande, and would have no other woman for his 
wife. He was of age and competent to choose for 
himself, he said, and Sir John must be proud and 
pleased with his choice, 

“ You are having a good time!” he sald, bend- 
ing over the gir) in a loverlike way. 

“Oh, yes! but the men are so stupid ; they 
talk such nonsense, pay such fulsome compll- 
ments that once or twice I have been very 


apgry.” 

W And snubbed them for thelr paius ?” langh- 
ing gleefally. “Good girl! Go on snubbing, 
and f shall soon have you all to myself. At the 
risk of being called stupid I mast tell you you 
= and away the loveliest girl here to- 
night!” 

"G. faint plak stole over her throat and face, and 
she averted her head. He noticed, too, the 
slender hands resting on her lap trembled 


slightly. 
ey oiande | I may call you Yolande !—ast 


least when we are slone. You ome know hot 
ha ou have made me to-night!” i 
4 pos suddenly; straid of the wild joy 
stirring her heart. 
“De you think we ought to stay here?” she 
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asked, hurriedly, “I am so ignorant of your 


ways. 

“Oh! it’s all right,” contentedly, “ Pray 
don’t go yet. I’vesomething to tell you. If you 
lived to be a hundred years old and were always 
falr you could never have a pretiler compliment 
paid you than that little speech of Hawley’s I 

, Aren’s you carloue?” 

‘Janda little,” smiling. ‘‘ Please don’t keep 
mira on enh an thas bi 

¢ ib was jost as that big guardaman was 
taking you back to Mrs, Marriott. The fellow 
with Hawley said, ‘ Misa Strong is undoubtedly 
the lovelfest girl here. She reminds me of a 
pleture I once saw of Ophelia.’ ‘I think I know 
{t,’ Hawley anewored. ‘Yes, she is a veritable 
“ Rose of May. Then I moved off. Now con- 
fess you are elated.” 

“IT like to please,” she answered, simply, 
** but it is not nice to be d 20 freely,’ 

“Oh! most girla like it. Perhaps you won't 
mind so much when you are more used to 
society, although I hope I shall never see any 
change fn you, 

“T have come to claim my dance, Miss Strong,” 
said a manly voice, and Yolande found herself 
i by the “ big guardeman,” much to 

ye 


After that night she was seen everywhere ; In 
the Row, at theatre, concert, garden party, at 
ball and soirée, until men grew to watch for her 
coming, and she had « litte court of admirers 
wherever ehe went, 

Bat she was unchanged; she never seemed 
elated or fsttered by their attentions or pretty 
speeches. The grand, calm eyes never grew 
tender as she listened ; her face did not take one 
added shade of colour, unless, indeed, the man 
was Roy Amory. 

She was not without lovers; had she chosen 
she could have worn the strawberry leaves, but 
the suitor was old and vicious, and ahe shrank 
from him with loathing. * 

Her father, watching, loved her more dearly 
asthe summer days sped by, and Mrs, Marrioté 
had but one complafat to make,— 

" She was too cold, too unconscious of her 


power, 

Tt wae July, and so sultry that Mrs, Marriott 
had foresworn the usual drive, much to Yolande’s 
pleasure. There wasa beautifn) garden attached 
to her cousin’s house, shut out from curious eyes 
by a high stone wail, and here Yolande proposed 
to spend the long afternoon, She wae sitting 
under some elms in s rocking chalr, pretending 
to read, when Roy entered the garden from behind 
ot she heard his step, and slightly turned her 


"So you have braved the heat, run the risk of 
a sunstroke, merely to say good-bye to me! ” she 
said, quietly. 

The young man flang himself down on the 
grass at her feet, 

“So you are really going to-morrow!” he 
asked, disconsolately, ‘I think it ie awfully 
selfish of Mr. Strong to finalist on carryingyou to 
Rederofr.”’ 

“ You forget,” gently, “‘ that duty takes him 
there, ankles he goes I go too,” 7 
,— Bat you can's- always do that,” eagerly. 
‘You'll be getting married one day, and will 
have te stay ab home with your husband,” 

"Twill walt until such a time comes before I 
give the matter mach thought,” she answered, 
laughing and blushing. 
ei, rf +. had better st id at 
ones, Yo! ” he cried, boyishly. b Ien’d 
likely the Rose of May will be left long un- 
gathered,” 

She sat silent, and he noticed she had growo 
pals. He reached up and possessed himself of 
her hands, : 

“Yolande,” be said, in a queer, uncertain 
voice, “don’t you know I love you! Haven't I 
een your shadow since the day we first met! 
Ob! my dear, my queen! I haven't half as 
much as some to offer you; but I can 
sive you all my love, all my heart, and I think, 
i am sure, could make you happy. What w'i 
you say to me, sweetheart }” 

He leaned his cheek upon her trembling hands 
and waited, breathless, for her answer. 





"You have not known me long,” she breatied 


rather than said, “and I am very poor.” 

He laughed out joyously. 

“IT have enough for both, Yolande. What 
other objection have you tome? Can’t you say, 
‘I love you a little, Roy 1’” 

‘No, for that would not be true. I love 
you with all my heard,” and then she was caught 
close, and his lips were laid passionately upon 
here, bis arms held her fast, 

Speech was Impossible in thore firnt few 
momente of joy. She simply lay in his embrace, 
scarcely breathing, scarcely thinking, because her 
heart was so stirred with love for him. 

Roy was the first to recover his com posure. 

“T guess I shall soon follow you to Kedcroft,” 


he said, feasting his eyes on her dainty beanty, | 
Oh, my sweetheart! my queen! was ever a | 


fellow so happy as 1! Of course I shal! tell Mr. 
Strong at the earllest opportunity, and then I 
must seo the governor, and beg for an early 
marriags,” 

She foterrupted him. 

“ We are both so young—we can walt,” 

“There's nothing like taking time by the fore- 
lock,” joyously; “and morriage ateadies « fellow 
wonderfully. I shall be a model husband.” 

The beautiful tender eyea which me} his were 
fall of love and joy, and he could not guess that 
after to-day the sunlight wonld leave her face, 
the deep content die out of her voice; that soon 
they would be parted for weary weeks and 
months. The years before him seemed so glad 
and fair, and youth Is ever hopeful. 

They sat in the garden until Mrs, Marriott 
summoned them to five o'clock tea, and then there 
wae such a marked change Im their demeanour 
that the astute lady guessed the truth. 

“T shall call on Mr, Strong to-night,” he said 
at parting. 

“Very well, Roy, 1 hope, dear, your isther 
will approve.” 


CHAPTER IV, 


Tuat night Roy was closeted for a long time 
with Mr, Strong, and when he left the study in 
search of Yolande his face was very pale and 

ve, for he had bean 'Watening to the story of 

yo Strong's sin, and there wasa great dread 

in his heart that Sir John wonid refase to 
sancifon his engagement, 

Mr. Strong had been very kind in his manxer, 
but he had sald firmly,— 

“Until your father has cousented to your 
wishes, you must consider Yolande free. I> 
will not do for you to displeare him; the eatates 
are not entailed, and you are abveolately penniless 
if he chooses,” ‘ 

“JT know,” moodily ; “bat you might tel] me 
to hope, and if the worst comes, why, I can earn 
my own livelihood in some fashion.” 

‘* My boy,” very kindly, “you are so young as 
scarcely to know your own wishes, and much as 
you love Yolande now, ihe day would come when 
you would ee the sacrifices you made for her. 
Neither will I have her enter a family where she 
ie nob welcome, There, say no more, this has 
been a trying iuterview to me; but I would not 
have you marry Yolande in ignorance of the fact, 
even if that were possible,” 

So, alck at heart, with the dread of losing his 
* Rose of May,” Roy weut out. 

He knew he should find her In the garden ; he 
caught the faint gilmmer of iight robes, heard 
the sweet voice softly sloging,— 

What are we waiting for, O my beart? 
Eiss me straight on the brows and part, 
, again—my heart! my heart | 
Aguieha.caae, 
Good-bye for ever, good-bye, good-bye. 


He wished she had been singing any song rave 
this ; it seemed to his distranght mind a con- 
firmation of his fears, and an omen of fll, He 
called her name softly, and she, turning swlfily, 
came forward with outstretched band. 

Her eyes were radiant, and she had never been 
so beautifal, so dear as now, when he feared to 
lose her. 

He drew her close to hia side, 


* You don’t ask me for my news, eweesheart!” 
he sald, and, strack by the gravity of bis volco, 
she said, quickly and tremulously, — 

“Ys fathe. apery—hnas he denied you your 
wish ?” 

“No, he has consented, on condition that my 
father does the same.” 

* And you think he will nob?” with a woman's 
quick Intuition, ‘Is that it, Roy! I know I 
am poor, but at least my birth fe as good as 
your own, and there {fs no stain upon our 
name,” 

His heart ached for her, as ehe spoke so 
proudly, with bead erect, and flashing eyes, 
| ‘Why should Sir John refase }” 
| My darling | it was your fathers {dea, not 
mine ; and ft is as well to be prepared.” 

She waa not infected by his fear. Ib seemed eo 
nnfounded to her in her ignorance, and she asked 
quite calmly,-— 

“Supposiog Sir John should object, what 
would you do!” 

* Give up all, If need were, for you, my darling ! 
Do you think that, having won you, I would ever 
let you go} I am young and strong, and should 
be proud and gled to work for you.” 

In the clear moonlight his face looked atern 
and aged, and with o sadder reallsation that 
hie dread was vory great, she clung to him pas- 
alovately. 

Bat the next moment she iifted ber head and 
smiled up at him, 

“We are meeting trouble half way, dear! To- 
morrow, when you have seen your father, you 
will emile over your fears,”’ 

" To-morrow,” he sald, gloomily, “we ehail be 

you ab Redcroft, 1 ab Qaydon,” 

"A distance of eighty miles—what Is isi A 
more trifle, and you said you would follow us 
goon,” 

“As I will! To-day is Tuesday; on Friday 
(at the very latest) you shall see me.” 

Mrs. Marriott called to Yolande that the dew 
was falliog heavily, and [t was late. 

‘*Come in, child, you have a long journey 
before you. Roy, what e selfish boy you are!” 

“We are coming presently,” he answered, and 
drew Yolande Into the darkest shadows, 

“My darling ! my darling! good-bye! Wish 
me god-speed ! No, I shail noi come In again ; 
I am not ina fit mood for society, Leb us say 
good-bye hers, and part.” 

He held her close. She heard his breath come 
hard and fast, felt the mad beating of hie heart 
against her side, and Ina sudden burst of passion, 
threw her arms abont his neck. 

“Ob, my love, my love!” she said, tenderly. 
" Whatever comes, we will never be falee each to 
the other. Kise me, Roy, and remember always 
that all my heart is yours—all my life!” 

There, under the ancient elms, they parted, 
and when agafn they met the cruel blow Roy 
so dreaded had fallen, and all the Ught had gone 
from ber eyes, 

The next morning Mr, Strong and Yolande, 








croft, a pretty watering-place where Lord Rin- 
grove had a bijou house. 

Mr, Strong had engeged a enttage jusb outside 
the town, and Yolande was delighted with all the 
prraugements made for her comfort. 

She could hardly understand her father’s 
aoxiety, or the tender scrutiny to which he sub- 
jected her, 

“ We are more prosperous now,” she thought, 
“and in time we shall go back to the Manor, 
| Why should he be so heavy-hearted?” and she 
| strove by added love and care to lighten his 

oad 





On the Thursday she received a letter from 
Sx John Amory, which she carried to her room, 
Her face was flashed, and her heart beat high 
with hope, 

She sat down by the open window, and break- 
ing the seal, drew out the Baronet’s letter, It 
was written In @ crabbed hand, and wae very 
short. 


"My Dsan Miss Strona, — 


“" As wy son atterly refuses to acquaint you 
with my decision, it devolves upon me te do so 





Under no clrenmstances can I[ consent to an 





together with Misa Rance, went down to Red-~ 
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engagement sotween you, aud if you have Roy s 
interest at heart, you will at once give him his 
freedom.—-Yours traly, 


“Joux Amory.’ 


‘ Sue read id through twice before she fully 
comprehended its meaning, and.then she sat, 
hocking with dezed eyea across the wide expanse 
of glittering sea, mot thinking, scarcely even 
feoting, her heart belog numbed by this great 
calafty, 

Higher and higher the sun rose In the cloud- 
less aky, Toe MMttle yachts davced over the 
suniif- waver, and; the fishers whistled ou the 
beach below, 

Sull eho sat-there, silent and motionleas as a 
statue, holdiag the open letter fa her hand. 

A‘ lavt, alarmed by her ‘long absence, Miss 
Reace stols wpateirs, and,- entering’ the room, 
erled out fn terror ab the girl's white stricken 
favs, the dumb anguish fa her eyes, 

“Oh, my love, my love! what ts it!” she 


Whispsred, clingiog about Yolande, and for 


— the girl pub the cruel lester lute her 
nandé, ;: 

Tne ttle govervees was fiercely indignant. 
Ste exhausted her whole stock of invectives 
({% was not large) upon Sir John, and strove by 
evety means in her power to rouse Yolande from 
her stony calm, 

Ad last the girl spoke. ~Waa that her volee; 20 
bardened and hoaree with pain? Were those 
tuaeless toues herat Where was thelr masic 
and their gladneue! 

The little woman at her feeb shivered, 

“What does he meant? Is there anything 
beeide my poverty he can urge against me? Ts 
there any stain npon myname? Tell me quickly 
aud traly $” 

** Taere is none,” crled the other, weeping, and 
> her -heartshe preyed, Heaven forgtve me the 

e,” 

Her tears stirred Yolande in a measure, She 
seemed to he aroused from her apathy, Tarno- 
fog to Mias Ranee che safd,— 

‘Mast Lgive kim ap? Is there nothing else 
teff mo todo? Oh! why does he nob coms or 
ph ‘Poll me what Tau to do; you are wiser 
than 1,” 

“My dear{ How shall I advice you? Walt 
& littla; Roy will certatuly come.” 

Yolande sat clasping her hands together, like 
one tn great bodily pai,  Tnen she rose, 

* At fires,” ehe said, fo'bard tones, “I did not 
wnilerstand my grief—it was so saddep, so un- 
expected, It is ruehing ops me now, and, oh! 
how shall I bear is? I mush bealone I wano 
to think, to see pialuly what is best for me to 
do, I—TI want to act for his good; I am going 
out, and tf T soa away for hours you muet not be 
auxlous, You know when I was a Httie gir) I 
always fought out my troubles alone,” 

She began to dress quietly, aud without any 
visible tremor ; and only the pallor of her face, 
the deep shadows in her tawny eyes,‘ gave avy 
hing of wor. 

“My dear, [am afrafd Mr, Strong will not 
approye of your walklog alons here! ” 

“ When he kuows ali he will not blame ms,” 
Yolande anawered, with a falnt smile; “ he 
wil say this iy an exceptional case.” 

dhe Kissed the timid little woman, and went 
ont, dowustatra and through the sweet, old- 
fashioned garden, and towards the beach, The 
fiitiermen watched the lithe, svelte figure with 
admiring eyes, acd wondered that the “ lovely 
faty atthe cottage” had rio greeting for them. 
She walked iike oue in a sleep, her grand 
oy 68 lookivg etesdily before her, her face white and 
3%, her i'p: compressed, Hour after hour she 
spent roamtog along the rocky coset, fixzhtlog 
bravely wich her pain, praylog earnestly that she 
might see how beat to serve her lover. She was 
éjuscions neither of hunger nor fatigue ; she had 
no thought that was aut wholly Roy's, no prayer 
that did not breathe bis name, 

Ti was almost ssven o’clock when she reached 
home, and saddenly grown faint with fasting and 
loug wsiking she toiled wearily ap the garden 
path. Her father met her in the porch, and one 
giance at his face told herhe kuew all, He 
drew her gently fa. 








“Yolande, wha will you do?” he asked, 

“Tshall do what fe beso for Roy, father. If 
he wishes for hig freeiom I will give it him,’ 

“Bat if not f and I faccy be will nob lightly 
leb you go.” 

“If he holds me to my word I shal! remain 
faithful to him,” she eaid, ia the rame quiet way. 
“T will cling to bim throvgh all, bat 1 will not 
marry bim without Sir J.nn’s consent, for that 
would be to ruin him” ' 

“And you do not love him well enough’ to 
share poverty with him?” 

* Oh, yes, yes! IT am not afrald of hardship 
for myself, but he has never known what [t fs to 
lack avy good ‘thiug. Father,” breaking into a 
lintle sob, despite ali her bravery, “ father, it I 
do nob marry Roy I shail be Yolande Strong all 
co 

ooking into her beselifal eyes, be could not 
doubt ber truth or her powers of endurance. 
Spooping and kissing her tenderly, he said, — 

“Hope on, my dariiog. Even Sir John may 
not prove ao harsh as he appears, and Roy is saure 
to wile.” . 

She was very qulet all that evening, but. gave 
no sign of the pain aud fear teariog at her heart, 
and Mr. § rong wondered at her self-control and 
courage, He was begioving to. underateand her 
pature better now, more traly fo gauge its 
depths, bat he bad expected many teare and 
laments, not yet knowiyg how brave and un- 
selfish the gir] was. 

She spent the next day in watching for a 
letter from Roy, but none came, and towards 
evening even her courage began to fall her, and 
afraid of bresking down she went Into the 
garden, where at least she would be unmolested 
and unnoticed. : 

To was growing dusk now, 
were shining, and the waves b up gentiy.to 
the overhapging ci ffs. Sne looked down on the 
sliver track made by the moonlight, and saw the 
towing skiffs as one who gezes with unseelng 
eyes. She was conscious of nothing bus her 
palo, and the dread thai Roy had failed her. 
Ah} how she loved hina! Tals fear of parting 
had shown her all he was to her, had revealei 
the deepest depths of her heart, and she shrank 
back afcald of the revelation. 

There was o step outside the garden boun- 
daries, What of thas? Why should she care 
to look at any parser by? It waa nob Roy, he 
trod so lightly, alwaya “as though his beart 
were a feather,” Nearer and nearer; now the 
steps halted at the gate, aud a voice said,-— 

* Yolande !” 

With a ery she rushed to him, and threw her 
arms about his neck, — 

“Oh, my love! my love! you have come at 
last.” 

He sauk upon 2 seat, Arawlog her down bealde 
him, and looking into bis faca’she forgot her own 
woe. Ali the brightness and colourlog, Gelicste 
asa woman's, had gone from it, Io was white 
and drawn with represeed palo; there were 
hollows under the borny blue eyes, and the lips 
were set io a straight, bard Ine, 

“My dear boy, how you have suffered 1” 
Yolande said in an uncertain voce, “and for 
my sake! Oh! my dear, although lt breaks my 
heard to say iv, jet me tell you now that if you 
wish your freedom iy is yctrs now and on- 
reservedly |” 

He broke out fiereely,—- 

© That is what | do not wish! What I will 
not take! Yolande, are you sfraid of poverty 
with me} Oni my dariing 1 my beautiial darl- 
ing! if you consent to share my lot I have 
nothing to offer you but iove. Bat I will work 
day and night for you. I wiil osteem so labour 
too great for yoa. I can bear any and every- 
thing save estrangeme:t from you.” 

How handéome aud loval he looked! How'all 
her soul was moved by the pasefon in his volee, 
She clang to him, uot weeping, nor moaning, 
knowing well how her tears would distress him, 

‘ Roy! you have not wade the parting final 
with your father? Tae breach le nob yet beyond 
healing $"” 

“ We cannot meet as friends unless I promlse 
to behave like a brute to you. I am still his heir 


Overhead the stars 


antil I crown my inigalties by marrying you,” he 
answered moodily, 


“My darling! I am of age; I can please 


myself, Let us ask Mr, Strong's permission 
to an early wedding. Let us begin life together 
now.” 


** Father would uot consent to such an arrange- 
ment ; nor will I, for to do that would raln you. 
Oh, Roy ! do not think I'am afraid of poverty. 
Have I not always been poor? I am afraid to 
hurt you. Weare so young we can walt, and 
perhaps when Sic John sees how loyal we are 
how nothing can change our mutual love—he wil! 
relent.” 

* He will never do that,” savagely; *‘he Is as 
obstinate as a mule,” 

“Why should he be so angry with us?” wist- 
fally. ‘'Is it only because wé are poor?” 

He dared not look into ‘her dear eyes av he 
answered, — 

“ He had other views for me,” 4 

Please Heaven, she should never learn the 
secret her father bo jealously guarded from her, 
and he began to urge her passionately to consens 
to a hasty marriage, 

‘*No, no,” she sald tenderly, ‘for my sake 
you shall not lose your heritage, your father's 
love. ; Lst us be patient, dear! A little while 


“ Patient 1” he cried ; “who would be patient 
under such Injasiice? What man would consent 
to have his life mapped out for him, his bride 
chosen for him? I can’t, and won't? Imean to 
be true to myeelf and to you, my girl, come what 
may}: His strong, young’ voice shook with 
emotion.» * Somewhere I'll find work, somehow 
E-willget'you a home! Only be true ; it fs all I 
ask, sweetheart wife.” 

She laid her hands upon his shoulders, and 
looked faily into bis eyes. 

“ AeT love you now Iwill love you alwsys, I 
wili walt years, it need be, for you, heartening 
myself with the thought that one day we shall 
meed never:to part again } Now try end tell me, ~ 
Roy, whatyou porpose doing ?” 

“ Well, having failed to win you to my wish, 
there is onlycone thing left me to do. [ -shall 
emigrate. In this dunderheaded old country I 
should “be a complete failure. I don’t know 
enough to earn fifteen shillings a week as clerk. 
No; I will where muscle fs more than 
brain, and courage and determination meet their 


reward.’ 

She hid her face cpon his breast, her courage 
suddenly falling her. 

“Roy Roy!” she orled, ‘how shall I bear 
io? So far away—-so cut off from all who ‘love 
you! Ob, Heaven! I wish we had never met, 
for I am making you an exile, sn cutcast ; 
and how shall my love atone to you for all you 
lose ¢”’ : 

She was sobbing wildly, and he was too micer- 
able to offer any comfort. He could only kies her 
passionately and cali her by endearing names, and 
at last he touched the right chord. 

" For my sake, darling, be brave!” 

She fought with and conquered her. paselon, 
and, rising, they stood face to face, looking miser- 
ably into each other's eyes ; the parting was s0 
near, and It would be long before they met saalv. 
What wonder thelr hearts failed them! What 
wonder that the young man was shaken to the 
aonlf A week hence, home, friends, eweatheart, 
would bs lefs behind, and be would go aloue to 
seek his fortune, ; 

“You will see my father4” Yolande whisperes, 
bub he shook hie head. 

* Teli hin all; but I am unfit for any compavy 
to-night. Oh, Heaven! how can I leave you! 
Sweetheart, be true; if you were false I would go 
headlong to ruln. I would choose the ‘quickess 
way to the devil!” 

“TE ghall be trne,” she sald, scarcely above a 
whieper. ‘‘ Kiss me, dear heart, and go!” 

He caught her clore; he kissed her madiy 
egain and agein; then, with a groan, tore 
himself away, and she sauk upon the gress, 
sobbing. , 

* Come back, come back! Ob! my darling! 
oh! wy darling ! my heart is broken |” 








_—- 
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CHAPTER V. 

Tuarer yeare have passed alnce that agonieed 
parting between the lovers, and many changes 
have taken place elnce then, 

Mr, Strong bas obtained a lacrative appofnt- 
ment under Government, and Yolande fs known 
as an heiress, 

Jast six months after Roy sailed for Australla 
a letter of eutreaty for forgiveness reached her 
father, It was written by his false friend, 
Ludwig Hargrave, who lay at the point of death 
in alittle Indlan village. It sald, too, that the 
writer had amaesed a fortune, and as he had no 
living relations he prayed Strong to accept it fo 
trust for his daughter, as a peace offering, 

Sa she was rich beyond her desire; the 
mortgege on the Manor was paid to ihe full, 
the old place had undergone lanumerable re- 
pales, and was once more in the possession of her 
father, 

She had been glad at heart whea thie fortune 
came so mysteriously to her, for she thought, 
‘Now Sir John will consent to our marriage,” 
but she was bitterly mistaken. Her wealth 
secmed rather to rouse the. old man to greater 
opposition, and she wondered miserably why this 
shoald be. She heard often from Roy, who 
spoke hopefully of the fature, and promised soon 
to return. ‘‘And then,” he wrote, “if the 
governor Is. still obstinate we must please our- 
selves. Sarely you will not spoil my llfe? Iam 
getting on famously, am developing qulte a 
genius for farming, and. like roughing iv a bit, 
My darling! how will you bear transplanting to 
such scenes as these} And-you an halress! oh, 
yes, and ft feall very well to say, ‘ail I have is 
yours,’ Uatil Ican give you at least a comfort- 
able house I shall not press for marriage. Tae 
man who ean contentediy Hve upon his wife is 
acur!’ 

So Yolande had had three seasons In town, 
and, despite her mother’s history, had been 
courted and fisttered, had won men’s hearts 
auwittingly to herself. Batshe was true to the 
gallanb lover so far away. She never gave a 
word or a smile to any man ‘that the vainest 
could misconstrue; she was courteous and 
kindly—no more, Her beauty had a shadow 
upon {t, a shadow of sorrow and patience, but ib 
0H only to draw men more fondly towards 

6M. 

It was 4 glorious Jaly day, and she sat slone 
in the study, her favourite room. She had just 
been reading Ryy’s fast letter, and ib Jay open 
apon her lap, 

"Oh, love; my love! come to me,” was her 
heave’s prayer. ‘I am weary of watching and 
walting, of wearing out my days alone |” 

‘Sir Johu Amory,” announced a servant, and, 
hastily hiding the letter, she rose to meeb Roy’s 
father, a bright flush on her lovely face, a great 
hope in her heart, —- 

She saw a man of some aixty years, erect, tall, 
still handsome, but very haggard; he looked 
critically at her a moment with bie stern, black 
eyas, then said, — : 

“T have the honour to address Miss 
Strong t” J} scons ae. 

_ She bowed, and- began: to tremble, his stone 
deing anything bab reassuring. y 

* Peay be seated, as I fear I must avk your 
attention for some length of time,’’ wrew 4 

She obsyed, and sab opposite to him, in the 
fuil light of the July morning; so lovely, so 
young, surely he would uob have the conscience 
wantonly to wound her. 

‘*T believe,” he*said,.afier »a slight pause, 
Mh are still in corresponden‘e «with. my 
fon?” 

“Mr, Amoryiand I are stillhengaged, . witha 
qulet dignity worthy s gueen, ’ a 

"A long engagement usus'ly ends in nothing. 
Don't you think ib would-be wiser to give him his 
cesdom, and transfer. your sffection to some, 
other admirer }” oe, 

The grand eyea flashed with ® look of superb 
scorn at him, but she still maintalned ber quiet, 
mMarnuer, i 

Mr, Amory neither. asks nor desires his free- 
dom, and J shall marry bim as soon as he has 
prepared a home for me |” a 





*' Despite my opposition! You do well to con- 
demo him to poverty aud exile.” 

“He need endure nelther,” coldly, “I am 
not the penniless girl I was when we first me, 
and all that J have ie hie, I owe him all that I 
have for his love and ficelloy.”” 

Sir John Ustened with flushed, angry face and 
stormy eyes, 

“Is itnothing to you, that for your sake he 
will lose the old home, where the Amorys have 
lived for generations 1” 

*' Indeed it fs, Sir Joby, 
grief to me to refleed on his father’s harshness 
and fojastice, He was and isa loving son; he 
would have pleased you iu everything but this 
one thing. You have noright to seek to control 
his choice of a wife, nas do you urge against 
me? AmInobwellborai Am I nod wealthy 
and fitted by education to share hia honours, 
Sir John” And now her voica grew wistful, 
** Why do you hate me!” 

She had rien and stood tall and fair, bafore 
him, with each paiaand eurresty in her eyee that 
one would have thought 4s could not strike the 
blow he meditated, 

“ Why do I hate you!” contemptuously, ‘1 
neither hate nor Jove you.;. bat my 2on coaseg to 
be my son on the day h» weda bimeelf to +home. 
Tamanold man; I may vot hava long to-live, 
Set him free that I may eee him home agaia, 
Other men wilt love you, for you are fair; other 
men will be willing to forged your name Is 
stafned,” 

"My nome stained!” she said In low, in- 
eredulous tones, ‘'My name! Str John, you 
must prove your rash acaertion, If ib is so your 
son fa free,” 

“Te 19 pomible you do not know?” an- 
comfortably. ‘‘ Has no one told you?” 

"* Speak plainly. Idonot like riddles, end I 
am utterly iguorant of your meaning. Bat be 
careful what youeay. My father is an homoar- 
able man.” 

Io is nob of your father I speaks, but your 
mother.” 

The hob blood flamed to her face. 

“ She ip dead, and should be. beyond calumny. 
Oh! how dare you come here with stories you 
cannot prove?. She died young, and away from 
home ; her toss well nigh broke my father's 
heart,” 

“ And crushed his pride,” sitpplemented Sir 
John, “ She betrayed bios. and elopad with his 
friend, Ludwig Hargrave.” 

Yolande wae white to the lips now with 
passion. 

** Te’s a Mle |” she cried ; “if for one moment I 
were a man you chonid repens your words, Gol” 

" Not yet, Misa Strong | 
painful duty to tell you » c:ameful story. I can 
pity you now, knowlog your ‘gnorance, You were 
two years old when your mother left houge and 
husband for dishononr and exile, Your father 
pursued the guilty lovers, but never overtook 
them. Alleyn Strong was kilied by a fall on the 
Alps ; her paramour excaped, Go to your father 
and ack him if every word [ say is not true!” 

She Nstened with dilated eyes, her slender 
hands were pressed to her white throat, and she 
shivered as if with cold, then sadden!y she swayed 
and fell against the wail, !ookiog like one dead, 

Sir John sprang to her side. 

{Don’t take it so terribiy hard,” and he would 


have supported her, but she fiashed upon him, 
fi 


eresly, 

" Keep off! Do not touch me!” she said, in 
an awfal volce. ‘Give me tims — ‘time’ to 
realise this awfal thing!” 

«A heavy silence fell. upon them, and Sir John 


} thought of ringlog for assistance, seciog that 


‘Yolande: still remaize? leaning there with that 
terrible look of agony frozen on her lovely face, 
but at laeb she spoke. - 

" Your son is frea, Ob! ses! You may tell 
him he fs free! Now you have conquered, be 
content and leave me alone with my mlsery. 
You should be a hsppy man, Sir John, aeelog 
you have bilghted a young giri’e Ilfe, destroyed 
poll her. faith fp, and reverenca for, the mother 
who has always been as an ange) to her, Mr. 
vAmory will thank you for your zeal—as—aa I, 
cannot.” 


Tt fs bitter pain and | 


| bave ecorned women auch as you 


Ib sppears itis my | 





He tried to «pork, bub by a gesture You's 
forbade him, and feeliog hardly so easy fo bls 
mind as he could wish, he went ont, 

Toen the unhappy girl crepd to the study, 
hardly knowing how she went. A gread horror 
filled her heart ; instinctively eho felt Sir Jon's 
story was true, and now read aright her favher's 
jong absence, and strange reluc'auce to speek of 
his wife, She dragged herself across the room— 
how weary her Ilmbs bad suddenly grown !—and 
stood with lifted eyes and locked hands, grziug 
into the fair, false face which had wrought each 
ruia. 

“ Mother)” she wailed. “Ob! my mother ! 
How could you do this great evil? How could 
you break his heart, and dower me with shame * 
Your chtid! Oo! Heaven! “Your child! I 
; but how ehall 
Iscorn you who gave me life? Oh! mother! 
mother! mother! You esbould have killed mo 
before you fled!’’ and with w ery of exceeding 
anguish she eank prone upon the floor, bidiog hes 
stricken face upon ber arms, 

‘*T ghall never be glad agala! Never hold ep 
my head auy more! And | have been so proud 
of my name. Mother, I so loved you! Oa 
Roy! Rog! What will you ssy when you kaow 
all the shamefal truth }”’ 

Her tears fell fasp now, blndsog her with their 
bitter few. She had no longer any care or wiah 
to live; ehe only longed to be hidden“ out of the 
world's way, out of the ght!” 

Lying there, she wonderec, dally, if Roy wonld 
ever eeek her, or if be, too, would drift awsy 
from her ae ail good things seemed dittting, and 
thonght unconsciously, in the words of a great 
poet, — 

Never any more while | live, 
Need I hope to eee hie face, as before, 


Ah! How could she live under the knowle2ge 
that he wae changed; the bonny boyish lover 
who had been 60 ready to sacrifice all for her 
aake! And what ts life withous love ? 


T koow not how it Is with men, 
For women (iere la no good of lite but love—but love. 


The golden morniog wore slowly on, and atti! 
the girt lay there, her proud head brought low, 
and still the pitiless, fair face amiled down upon 
her, 

Mr, Strong cama in to luncheon, wondering 
that Yolande did not meet him in the porch, 

“Where is the child? ’ he asked Miss Rance. 

"Ja the study, She bas been alone ever sines 
Slr John Amory left, I knocked, but she would 
not give me perimission to enter. { am afraid 
-———" and there sho paused, looklng wistfatiy 
into the man’s dark face, 

'S You are afiaid he has told her the troth ?’ 
he sald, throngh his clenched teeth, “Ahl the 
poor chitd! Ha might have chown her mere.” 

He hastened to the etudy, and gently opentag 
the dvor locked fp. 

In, 89 moment he was kneeling 
beantifal, prostrate figure. 

With fofinkte tenderness he lifted her in hia 
strorg arms, and drew her tear-disigured -face 
upon hie breast, 

Ah! the shame and avgu'sh In her lovaly 
eyes, Tho man’s heart ached bisterly for ter 
a3 be stooped and kissed the treajulous mouth 

“Pather ! father |” she cricd, c'inging to hia 
wildly. "Say it Is mot traao! Oh! take this 
dreadfal fear from moe! Oh! Heaven! Yeu 
do notauswer!” And with o patheite gesture 
of deapair ehe covered her face, 

“My darlivg, listen} it has been the ext- 
deavour of my life to keep this thing fron: you 
Perhaps I was wrong ; bat I wanted you to »ave 
some gindnéese, some pleasure, whilstin wag in my 
power to give ff, And Yolance, could Leay to 
you of the woman 1 loved: ‘She was false to the 
core! She was more guilty than the poor 
wretches one mests upon thy jetreed! She was 
my wife! Your mother!’ Ob! merciful Heaven | 
I wonder now that her flight did not rsb-ms 
of my reason,” 

Yolande Hatened fn mbter eile: 
her quiver in his embrace. 

* Daughter, was not my gifef harder to bear 
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than yours? Think how many years I have 
suffered alone, making no moav, no outery ! 
Cannot you be brave now, for my sake?” 

A falat flash stole over her face and throat. 
She dashed aside her tears. 

“My darliog ! my darling! 
sald, in a low, unsteady voice, “‘ Let me begin 
atonce, Aud now that I know how sorely you 
have sufferedi—how terribly you need consolation 
—{t may be—it may be, I shall not find it hard 
bo bear my owa barder.” 

She rose as she spoke ; smoothed down the 
folds of her dress, and turned as if to go, but 
paused on the threshold, ‘‘Daar, does Roy 
know!" 

“Yes, I told him all the night he asked for 
you.” 


Hor beautiful face was suddenly iranefigured 


by foy. 
“And hs loved mo still? He gave ap all 
‘for ms! Oh, father! father! Ican bear any- 


He drew her hand fm his arm, and led her 
ont, gisncing back once at his wife’s portrait, 
and In his heart be almost cursed her for the 
woe she had brought thelr child. 

Beyond being very subdued In her manner, 
there was no very visible change in Yolande that 
day, and only Rolf Strong gueesed how deep the 
wound was, 

In the evenlug be waiked down to the village, 
where he found a most unusual etir, and on 
ingulring the cause he learned the six o'clock 
passenger and a goods train had collided about a 
mile up the line, and {t was feared many were 
mortally fnjared. 

“ They're bringin’ the poor critters up as fast 
as they can, And the inn’s about full, sir, One 
or two o’ us can accommodate some o' them. 
Bat there’s Sir John Amory, the gent what came 
down this mornin’, and they don’) know where 
to put him, His servant was stone dead when 
they took him up; and Sir John have got a 
broken leg.” 

Rolf Strong stood aflent a moment, fighting 
with himself. 

This man had wrecked Yolande’s happiness, 
Could he offer him avy kindnese—any hospi- 
tality ? 

Let him ile in misery. What was hie pain 
compared with that young girl's! 

Bat under all his harshness he had a good 
heart, and after awhile he said, — 

© Let Sir Johan be brought up to the Manor. 
I know him ; and any others for whom accom: 
modation cannot be found fu the village. I wil 
prepare the ladies for their arrival.” 

There was a great bustle amongst the servants 
when they heard the news, and soon all were 
actively engaged (under the superintendence of 
Miss Rance and Yolande) preparing beds for the 
evfisrers. 

There were only two, howsver—Sir John, and 
& poor little maid on her way to her “ first 
piace.” And when she was comfortably Installed 
in her room, Yolande etole in to see her enemy. 

His leg had been set, but the pain made him 
wakefa!, and as she entered he turned his head 
restlesely upon his pillows, 

“You! I suppose you thiok this ls punish- 
ment for my condact to you?” 

“YT think nothing but that you are an invalld, 
and I your nurse,” coldly, 


CHAPTER VI. 


For msny daye Sir John was delirfous; the 
little mafd, Aan Jadd, was able to alt up before 
conscloneness returned to him. 

Yolande and Miss Rance were unremitting in 
thefr attentions to the Invalids, and Mr. Strong 
placad wo restriction upor his daughter, feelfog 
; was best that every hour of her day should be 

led. 

He wrote to Roy, telliog him of his father's 
visit and accident, and giving him his freedom. 

“ Yolande will write you good-bye when she 
has learned to think more calmly of her changed 
prospscta,” 

Tt was now the end of Jaly, and Sir John, weak 
az a child, and very queruloug, lay on his bed, 


I will try!” she | 


Ustening to the soughing of the trees 3 they 
swayed to and fro before his window. 

Saddenly Yolande’s voice souuded fn the ad- 
jofuing room She was reading to Aon Jadd, 
and he etrained his ears to catch her words. 

What a mellow voice she had, How musical 
{ts cadences were! Why did she not amuse 
him thus? If she read to him at all she 
chose such articles from newspapers as she 
thought would Interest him. Bat for her other 
patient's edification she read “Idylls of the 
Kelng,” and such books as “ David Copperfisid,” 
or “ Jane Eyre.” 

He stirred tmpatiently, and rang the bell 
beside him, Yolande auswered his summons 
quickly and quietly. 

“I want my pillows rearranged,” he said, un- 
graciously ; and, although she flushed under his 
tone, she lifted him gently and smoothed out 
his pillow with deft hands, 

“What is the matter with you! You are 
whiter and thinner than when I saw you first.” 

‘7 have had a great deal to do, Sir John, and 
very little exerclee since then.” 

“Ugh! You're not a very cheerful companion 
for a sick room |” 

Jast for a moment he thought she would 
flash Into avger, but she controlled herself 
admirably. * 

* Tam sorry, and will endeavour to be more 
amusing in future.” 

“Tf you mean that, bring your book here and 
read to me,” 

“I beg your pardon ; I cannot devote myself 
exclusively to yon. Ibis Ann’s turn now; but 
if you care to listen I will leave her door open.” 

“Thank you, no!” sharply. “I hate a 
woman to speak loudly. Come back; I've 
ene pe hte dy you. If you were wise you 
would affect great conelderation for mo, aa 1b 
might soften me towards you.” 

The flash on her lovely face was deeper now. 

“I might be tempted to do so if I had any 
hope of winning your favour, but I have not. 
Pray forget we ever met In any other characters 
than those of auree and Invalid,” 

After she was gone he lay thinking of her 
words and ways, and doing his best to steel his 
heart against her, Bat the next day he said, 
curtly,—- 

* You are golng to the girl In there }” 

“ Yeu,” 

‘* You can leave the door open. My eyes ache 
too badly to allow me to read.” 

She smiled slightly as she obeyed, and after 
this it became the cuetom for her to seat herself 
midway between the fnvalids, and read or sing 
as they wished. Ove morning Sir John turned 
abruptly towards her. 

‘Why does not your father visit met” 

She blushed deeply. 

‘* He accords me his hospitality grudgingly and 
of necessity, but I will relieve him of my presence 
as coon as that imbecile doctor will allow me to 
move. I suppose he resents my conduct to 

ou ? ” 

: ‘1 am afraid so. You see, he wished me 
always to remain in ignorance of the past, and 
the blow you deals me waa as sudden as [6 was 
cruel.” 

« + you are not inclined to forgive or 
for ” 

**T will try to forgive, but Ib fs Impossible to 
forget,” ashe answered, sadly. 

* And if you have not forgiven me why are you 
so careful for my comfort ?” 

“T would do as much for any other creatare 
who was thrown upon me for asaistance.” 

‘ That isn’t very flattering to my vanity,” Sir 
John said, with a short, hard laugh, “ but fb fe at 
least truthfal. Come nesrer, Miss Strong. Iam 
golog to make an admiselon which has cost mea 
struggle with my pride. Bat for that unfor- 
tauate stain a your name there is no girl 
I would so mach wish to call daughter as your- 


elt,” 
‘As ib is, Sir John,” wearily, “ you regard me 
as a dangerous person {” 
**To a man’s peace of mind, yes, I have tried 
to hate you, and failed. It fen’) your beauty 


that has won my regard, for I have met many 





lovely women in my life, and Iam quite sure ft 





{s not your sffection or esteem for me,” with a 
wry grimace, ‘ What witchery have you used 
bo bring about euch a result? You don’t know, 
Ab, weil! Tell your father John Amory wishes 
to see and thank bim for his hospitality.” 

© You forget, sir, fv is given gradgingly and of 
necesalty,” with a demure look. 

He smiled slightly, and regarded her more 
kindly than he had h‘therto done, 

“You are a good girl,” he said, almost gentiy, 
* Your father should be proud of his treasure. I 
re 3 you will be happy some day In a good man's 
‘ove,”” 

A little bitter smile curved her beantifai 
men Sir John. I Mi 

ou are generous, am unit to 
enter your family, but you are willing that I 
should carry my shame into some other house, 

*Jast so; it ls the way of the world, And, 
after all, Yolande, you and Roy were mere 
children at the time of your engsgement. If ever 
you met again you would probably find your- 
selves disenchanted.” 

“I think not,” with quiet confidence, “ We 
both believe the post’s words, that, as each 
man has but one soul, so each has but one 
love.” 

- me for Roy's sake you wil! live ont your life 
alone?” 

She bowed, and moved to a distance that he 
might not see the distress on her face, the anguish 
ale arty but he was keener sighted than sho 


(Continued on page 400.) 


ae 
— 








REMEMBER MAJUBA! 

Tar January number of the Windsor Magazine 
pablishes a particularly topical interview with 
the only man who won a V.C. at Msjaba Hill fn 
the former Boer War of 1881, Corporal Farmer, 
in describing the incident that led to his proud - 
distinction, sald: ‘It was when I saw that all was 
over, and that Colley was finished, that my little 
effalr happened. The ammunition had beenspent, 
the 58sb, the 60:h, and the 92ad 
and the Naval Brigade were completely at the 
mercy of the Boers, and some of the last group 
standing up to the foe I saw shot down In front 
of me. The (fiicers were practically all dead or 
ese Ars me Acenp Hoapitat’ Oa a il 

to the Army tal Corps, w you 
know to-day better as methane Medical Corps,’ 
and I was basy helping Sir Arthur Landon to 
dress the wounds of a falien soldier, when the 
Boers shot ab us as we were io the very act of 
bandaging the wound. We were all three hit, 
and I sprang up and waved vigorously the white 
bandage above my head as a ‘flag of truce,’ never 
dreaming bab that even a 'envage’ foo would 
have respected such a Bat a bullet came 
figing and struck me in the right arm holding up 
the flag of truce, and that hand fell powerless by 


my side. 

‘Bat I’ve got another arm,’ I sald gaily to the 
surgeon, and I picked up the white bandage with 
my left hand and ralsed It aloft again, waving it. 
Iv almost as little time as it takes me to tell you 
another bullet came along and passed clean 
through my arm, here at the elbow. Then that 
feil also, and I rolled over fo great agony. The 
surgeon, who was himself mortally wounded, {n- 
jected morphia, so great was wy pain, and I knew 
Motle more till I was rescued. You will act 
wonder that I have Motle respect for the Boers 
gentleness, innocence, and nataral simplicity thae 
one hears eo much about’! It is all bunkaz. 
BatT have, ae is also natural, great respect for 
thelr accuracy as marksmen, and I expect i¢ will 
be a more tedious job than many people thik 
before the Transvaal is thoroughly suodaed. I 
know it all, that region round Majaba—Lady- 
smith, Dundee, Giencos ; those names are 205 
new 60 me, as you will guess, I saw too mach 
of them nearly twenty years age. What 4 
difference there was then in those parte! Lady- 
amith was, when I went there ander Colley, jast 
a big village, with one main street and a prison ; 
Majaba Hill was place y one South 


scarcel 
African ont of a dozen had ever beard of, let alone 
folks in England.” 
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CLIFFE COURT. 


~—0i-— 
CHAPTER XXX, 


Tas contents of the sealed packet put into 
Arline’s hand by Mrs, Carroll ran as follows :— 


My Dear Avunt,—It Is the eve of my de- 
parture for Australia, and I am altting in my 
ped-room alone, You left me erage 0 
ander the Impression that I was » and might 
get some sleep, but I am too much excited to 
think of alamber, and therefore I am writing to 
you. Perhape, when I have finished this letter, 
I chall tear fo up; at any rate, I shall certainly 
not give It to you to-morrow, for the only cir- 
cumstances under which I should feel jastified In 
letting tt fall Into your hands would be in case of 
my death, and that, 1 have a presentiment, will 
take place before very long. That I am very 
iil I know quite well, and I have little ho 
that the voyage to Australia will do me good; 
but for all that I shall try it, because ft Is simply 
ap impossibility for me to remain quietly with 
you any longer. I am posseseed by a aort of 
restless fever, that makes me long to get away 
from here—from England, fn fact. I think my 
feelings are embodied by that line of Hood’s— 
‘ Anywhere, anywhere, out of the world !’ 

“You t@ked me to-day ff I had had a lover, and 
I told you ‘yes’—the truest, brightest, bravest 
eo a - , 

© waa a gentleman, the son of a nobleman, 
and he came to W———- for the races. I suppose 
he saw me through the windows of the music 
shop where I was serving ; at any rate, he came 
in, and contrived to keep ms talking for some 
time, Tae next day he came again and the 
next, aud the next. I daresay 1) was wrorg of 
me to Jet him talk, bat, aunt, I could not help 
it. I belleve I mast have loved him from the 
very firet moment my eyes fell on hie bright face. 

“Very soon he asked ms to be his wife, and 
when I inquired what his father would say at the 
idea of such a mésalliance, he answered in hie 
impetuous way that ft did not matter, that he 
had himself to please, and he was resolved to 
marry me; so we became ¢ , and he left 
W-—— with the understanding that I was to keep 
the engagement secret, at least for a time. 

“ Ho wrote to me often, and I was very happy 
indeed at first, until one day, when a middie- 
aged, haughty-looking gentleman entered the 
shop, and said he wanted a private interview 
with me. I guessed at once who be was, and I 
also guessed his errand ; however, I tock him 
Into a sitting-room, and he then to!d me he was 
Lord Oliffe, and had come on behalf of his son, 
who had informed him he was engaged to me. I 
remember the very words he uttered—if I live 
to be a hundred years old I don’t think J shall 
forget them. 

“*T don't wish to wound your feellvge,’ he 
sold, in his cold, cutting voice, ‘but you will 
readfly understand that i» would be an atter im- 
possibility for me to consent to an alliance 
between you and my son. ©! course, ho fs over 
ge, and is therefore legally free to do what he 
likes; but i2 he defies my authority fo this 
matter I shall virtually disown him, and most 
aseuredly he will never inherit » farthiog of my 
money,’ 

"That would make no difference to my affac- 
tlou, my lord,’ I sald. 

* Perhaps not,’ he returned, ' for I do not wish 
to insinuate that your affection fs not entirely dis- 
futerested, An opporturi'y cccars for your 
provirg it, Alec ie deeply in debt, and unless J 
advance him the money to satisfy hie creditors 
he will be arrested, and, not only that, will lose 
caste in society, for his liabilities are of that 
deseription called debts of honour, and unless 
they are met he will be a social pariah, It is for 
you to say whether this shall be. He acknow- 
ledges he has given hie word that he will marry 
you, and he will keep it, although he now sees 
the madness of {t, and bitterly regrets ever 
having met you. I leave the matter in your 
heads; marry him, and ruin him for life; al 





Hs giving him ap, prove that you really love 
m, 


**He contiaued arguiog in thle way, and my 
heart was torn in two with the strugg's of not 
knowing how to decide, The idea that Alec had 
so far ceased to care for we ae to regret our meet- 
ing wis dreadfal, and this Lord Cliffe assured me 


waa the case, My pride—and you know I am} 


not destitute of that quallty—was on fire, and 
finally I eaid I would sgree to Lord Ciiffe’s pro- 
area so then and there I sat down and wrote a 
tter to Alec, which he promised to deliver, In 
{ I told him that, for his own sake, I gave him 
back his liberty, and I took off my ring and 
enclosed {t In the envelope. I begged him not to 
attempt to eee me again, for that it would only 
be @ source of useless pain to each, and then I 
told Lord Cliffe that I should leave my situation 
and return to my relativer, for I could not bear 
the Idea of remaining where I was, and his lord- 
ship seemed rather anxious on the point too, 

“Well, I came to you a few days later, and 
elnce then I have been hoping agalast hope that 
something might happen to briug my lover back 
te me; but a little while ago I saw in a paper 
that {t was probable he wae going to marry a 
Miss Stone—whom I had heard him speak of asa 
great helress—and then I knew the fatiilty of my 
wishes, 

"I have kept sllence towards you because Lord 
Cliffe made me give my word of honour that [I 
would do so, but it has been very hard work ; 
for many, many times I have longed to take you 
into my confidence ; and now that I am on the 
point of leaving you I cannot rest, for the 
ee a of your always remaining in !guorance. 
Th-is better for me to go away, dear aunt, Here 
T am a burden to you, and although you will not 
let me feel 1b, i know quite wall that {t ls so; 
and if I settle down Into a chronic fnvalld, I must 
remain a barden for the rest of my life, If this 
voyage restores my health so much the better, I 
shall be able to work, and get my own living, and 
it I die—why, that will be better still, for I shal! 
be at rest! Good-bye,—Your loving 

‘WDarsy,” 


Arline, although she had started violently on 
seeing the name that was so familiar to ber, had 
gone on reading to the end without remark, and 
ae she finished, and lald down the letter, Mrs, 
Carroll, who had been sflently wiping her eyes, 
said, — 

“T am not eurprised, { fancied it was something 
of the sort ; but it was a strange coincidence that 
her lover should be the father of yours.” 

Strange indeed! To Arline it seemed some- 
thing more than acoiacidence. She did not speak 
for some minutes; but sat quletly musing. 
Suddenly she asked, ~~ 

‘© What was the name of your niece? You call 
her * Dalay,’ bub [auppose she was not christened 
90 


‘No; her proper name wae Margaret Sam: 
ber. 

Margaret Sumner! The name Esther Grant 
had repeated so persistently, and coupled with 
Alec Oliffe’s. Surely here was & clue at last. 

Very eagerly the young girl told’ Mrs. Carroll 
of her meating with Esther Grant—a eabject 
that had never before been mentioned between 
them—and, es masy be imagined, the elder woman 
was very much surprised at the recital, 

* Esther Grant was the name of ons of the 
women with whom Daley went to Melbourne,” 
she exclaimed ; ‘‘ there can be no doubt of ite 
being the same, Is tt possible my niece can iiave 
met Alec Cilffs ont there and married him ?” 

“Not only possible, but most probable, I 
should say.” E 

‘Bat how fe It she did not let me know If 
that were the case?” 

‘‘ Most likely her husband would desire to keep 
the secret from his father, who, I 
know, died fn the belief that Alec was un- 
married,” 

This seemed feasible enough, aud for eome 
time the two women sat discussing the various 
incidents, and wondering what steps they had 
better take with regard to the {nforma:ion so 


oe 
‘ Ifl only knew where to write to Hubert!” 








Arline exclaimed, getting up and beginning to 
pace the room. “* Each day thad pasees fille me 
with deeper anxtety concerning him. I am se 
afraid some accident has happend to him,” 

“If that. were so you would have heard,” re- 
roarked Mrs, Carroll. ‘‘No news is good news.” 

“wish [ could look at it In that light, but 1 
can’t. He promised to write directly he reached 
London, and I have never once heard from him,” 

A horrible fear was beginning to fasten upon 
her, Suppose Babert, thrown Into the ecctety 
of Lady De Roabsiz, had ylelded to her faacina- 
tione, and was regretting bie betroshal! The 
thought was an unworthy one, and ehe tried her 
hardest to dismiss it from her mind ; but in 
spite of ali her effurts {t at times made Itself felt, 
and ber heart sank with a sense of deadly fore 
boding, 

Toe comfort of being able to talk openly and 
unreservedly to Mre, Carroll can hardly be 
described, and can only bs sppreciated by those 
who have been similarly situated, with no one to 
share thelr troubles. Even If poor Daisy's 
letter had never come to light Mrs. Carroll 
would have been deeply Interested tn Arilne’s 
love-story ; but now that they were both con- 
nected {n so curfous a way with the O!iffes, her 
{nterest was well nigh fs keen as that of the girl 
herself, 

“Ts is quite clear that thie Esther Grant knows 
something about the relations existing between 
Aleo Cliffe and my niece,” she said ; " the question 
iz, will she ever bein a fit mental condition to 
reveal it,’’ 

“T think and hope eo. Mrs. Belton says tn her 
letter that che shows signe of Improvement, and 
De. Fletcher always held out hopes that her 
memory would return In time,” 

** To would be best that we shovid sec her and 
question her before Lady Ds Roubaix bas the 
opportunity of finding anythiog out; for from 
what you say of her 1 fancy the Countess would 
nob be over-ecrupulous ia making uee of any 
{nformation she might acquire.’ 

Arline shook her head, but did not reply, and 
& pause ensued, which was broken by a servant 
opening the door and announcing, — 

“Dr. Fletcher!" 

Mre. Carrol, very much eurprised ab the 
apparition, got ap aud held out both hands in 
greeting. 

*T am truly glad to see you, doctor,” she ex- 
claimed, ‘* You have arrived ab a cacsh oppottune 
moment,” 

‘Have 1? Glad to hear it. Well, and how 
are you!” shaking hands with Arline. ‘ You 
are not killed yet by the quietude of the place, I 
see, although you don’t look so well as when I 
saw you last, Fretting, I suppose i” 

Arline did not deny the imputation, and the 
doctor seated himeelf in front of the fire and pub 
his feet on the fender. 

"Tell you what, it’s precions cold to-day,” he 
remarked, sipping the wine Mra, Carroll hos- 
pitably preseed upon him. “I only came from 
the Continent yesterday,” he added ; "' was called 
home by a patient who took i: into his head that 
he should die unless he caw me. He ts staying 
ab Leamington, and I had torematn the night 
with him ; and es [ was eo near, sod had nothing 
to do to-day, I :hought I'd pop over to see you. 
I wanted to know how you liked the compan!on 
I sent you.” 

“Very much Indeed; I can’t be grateful 
enough to you,” returned Mrs, Oarroll, with an 
affectionate glance in Arline’s direction. 

“Ham! That's satisfactory as far as ib goes ; 
but a new broom generally sweeps clean, I believe, 
and the only way to prove a pudding Is to eat ir. 
Still, it’s something to find Mise Lester doesn’s 
go gadding about, looking after sweethearte, like 
nine-tenths of the girls one meets nowadays, 
Girls haven’t Improved since we were young, Mrs, 
Carroll,” 

“Haven't they? I think they are about the 
same now as they were then.” 

“Then we'll agree to differ on that polni— 
not that I see much of them, for I've no time to 
waste in frivolous pureults, By-the-bye,” he 
turned to Arline, “‘how’s your lover, Hubert 
Cliffe?” 

"I don’t know,” 
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* Don's Beow! How's that; doesn’t he write 
to you?” 

‘Ho has nod done so eloce he left Cliffs,” 

Dr, Fletcher was surprieed, and wanted to hear 
fall particulars, which Ariine gave him ; and 
when sbe had finlahed her story Mrs, Carroli 
went on telilog of the discovery of her niece's 
levter and its contents—a recital which greatly 
interested him. 

‘I belleve as firmly that Alec Cliffe was 
mariied to Habert’s mother—whether ehe turned 
eut to be Daisy Sumuer or not—as that my 
name's Samuel Fietcher!” he exclaimed, ener- 
getically. “I would give a good deal to prove 
it, partly for the sake of Hubert, who isa 
thoroughly good fellow, aud partly because I 
should like to see that French countess, with her 
grand ways and holty-toity atrs, turued out of 
the Court where she queens ib over everybody, 
Tae great polat now fs to geo Esther Grant away 
trom there, and that I fancy I can de with Mrs, 
Belron’s aid,” 

‘“ You may count on Mrs. Belton,” interpolated 
Acline. “She ia most anxtous to see Habert 
back again, and will be sure to do anything she 
ein.” 

“ Exiept hold her tongue! I know jast how 
far I can trast Mrs, Baltom, I baveu’s been 
acquainted with her all these years for nothings 
However, she won't talk of what she doesn’t 
kaow, so [think fm thts case she is to be de- 
pendedop. I shail go and see Mrs. Grant to- 
morrow, and peremptorily order change of alr, 
aud then———” 

"Send her here!” pub fo Mrs. Carroll, im- 
pulstvely, and the physician nodded his head, as 
sf pleased with the notion. 

‘* Tdon’s think L could do better, for she will 
ba uader your own eyes then, I fancy,” he added, 
thoaghtfally, * Lota Citffe suspected she held in 
her possession some secret relaving to his brovher, 
for he was so anxious to see and question her, 
Anyhow, if there is a chance of her recovering 
her lute lect sufficiently to remember, Habero 
had better uot go to Australia until he hears 
what she has to veil, What on earth can have 
become of the boy! It is most extraordinary 
that he has not written; he can’t have started 
for Maibourne already, surely |” 

"Obl no,’ exclaimed Arline, “be would cer 
taialy nob go without letiiag me know. Til do 
not hear somethiog this week I shali send tose 
private inquiry office, and have a search {naif- 
1ued,” 

“T would have called at one on my way 
through London if had kaown. By-the-pye, I 
say Colonel Stuart as I passed through, and he 
atopped ms to ask if I could give bim any in- 
formation regarding Lady Oarlyon,”’ 

‘And could you!” ioquired the young girl 
asgerly. “I too, am most avxious about her. 
{ have written to Sir Ascot, but he has uot con- 
descanded to reply.” 

_"* He's a thorough-paced scoundrel, that's my 
opinion of Sir Ascot Osrlyon! No, I could tell 
S.aart little wore than he already knew, which 
was that the poor woman had been remoyed to a 
private lunatic asylum, wheres I canuct eay. fF 
vaed to be her medical attendaat wil thas quack 
Woet came to the place, and then it pleased Sir 
A-cob to make achangs. I think I was rather 
too plala spoken for him, Ssuart declared that 
he did not bsileve she was mad at ail, and it 
«sews he went to Sir Ascot and told him so, buat 
Sie Ascot showed him-the certificate signed by 
ovo doctors, go he could aay no more, and since 
ihen he bas directed his efforts to finding oub 
where she is, but so far without success, He 
looked gulte worn and hagetrd yeeterday, so 
couch 89, that I asked him it he had been Ili, and 
when he sald ‘no,’ I told him. his appearance 
belied him, We were talking some little time, 
for I was walting for the traiu, and had nothing 
eles to do, and he did not seem to have much to 

svcupy bie thme elther, He told me he knew 
this part of the world very well indeed, having 
been in the habit of viiting » friend every 
antame for the shooting, when he was in Eog- 
‘aud, and, strange to say, be mentioned this very 
honge, the sfte of which he remembered perfectly, 

We speke of you, Miss Leater ; and be informed 


me that you and Lady Carlyon have’ been’ to 





echool together, which was perhaps the reason he 
takes oti Interest in you, for fv’s as plain asa 
pikeatsff that he fs still in love with her.” 

Dr, Fietcher’s blautness amounted almost toa 
fault, sud had lovg ago passed Into & proverb Iu 
his owa neighbourhood ; it was only excused by 
his extreme kind-beartedoess, which, with people 
who knew him wel), amply compensated for the 
straightforward way in which he advanced his 
opinions, perfectly reckless whether those of his 
hearer coincided, or were dlametiically opposed 
te his own, 

* It ssems to me the world fs all at cross- 
purposea,’’ algbed Arline, involuntarily, as Mrs. 
Carroll left the room, She was thinking of 
Alicla, and the story she bed told her the might 
of her arrival at tne Chae, thinking how 
differant her friend’s fate might hava been ft only 
she had married the man of her choles, 

© Yon arexight, my déar, the world is fall of 
contradictions,” acquiceced the doctor,  ‘'Srfil, 
you'll find that, it you'll only walt patiently, 
things right themeelves in the end, I’m anold 
maa, and so | speak with the wisdom of experlence; 
believe me, clouds are darkest just before the 
dawn breaks,’ 

He patted her kindly on the shouWer, and at 
that minute Mra Carroll came in again, 

**T've been ordering a bed to be alred for you," 
ehe observed, ‘Of course you will stay the 
night?” 

“Well, I didn’t iatend. to, for I purposed 
returning to Leamington this evening, but I 
shan’t have to see my patient till to-morrow, so 
there's no particular resaou why J should not ree, 
main till the morning if you'll be good enough to 
putme up, I shall probably get back to Cliffe 
to-morrow night. I hear thats my loowm 
tenens fe not gevting on quite eo well as he might 
be-—doesn’t understand the people like I do. 
He's a clever follow, though, especially {fo 
mental and nervous disorders; and I told him 
to visit Mre. Grand iu my absence, so perhaps 
be may have made some progress with her-—I 
hope to gooduess he has, Auyway, I chall 
send: her here for you and Mise Lester 
to complete the cure, and {n return for the 
kindness shown her I trust che'll be, able to 
give us valuable fuformation which will re- 


pay it.” 





CHAPTER XXX. 


Six Ascot Cartyon’s habits were somewhat 
irregular, and his vaiec bad acquired the faculty 
of never being surprised ab bls érratic move- 
ments ; nevertheless, and in epite of this, he was 
betrayed Into au expression of aatonlahment 
when, the mornivg after the Baronet’s 
journey to W——-shire, he heard the bell ring, 
and on going to Sir Aecot’a room found him in 


“What tha deuce are you staring att” 
frritably demanded the Baronet, who looked 
rather whiter and more haggard than usual, ‘Is 
there anything so very pecullar aboud me that 
attracts your abtention }” 

“T beg pardon, sir,’ stammoered the valet, ‘I 
thought you intended staylpg away a day or two, 
and [ was surprised to see you, I didn’t hear 
you come [n Jast night,” 

** Probably not--1 am uo} in the habit of 
kicking up a row when I am late; and although 
I was a bit screwed I had cense enough left to 
uee my latch key without disturbing you. Is 
that explanation eatlsfactory t" 

The man did not rep!y—his master was not in 
the hablt of talking to him, and making sort of 
somi-excuses like this, and the departure puzzled 
him considerably. 

“Bring me up acup of coffee—strong, mind, 
and with a wineglass full of brandy In ib,” re- 
aumed his master, ‘“ I'm seedier than usual, and 
I waut a pick-me-up—is was the champagne last 
night, I suppose, that gave me this confounded 
headache.” ' 


Dixon went down to execute the order, not 
witbout a little private —. 

* This Is rather a queer go!” he muttered to 
himself, while he made the coffze, ‘* He cer- 
tainly sald he was golog to W——shire yester- 





day, and even had a few things packed together. 
What can have become of the bag I ehonid like 
to know? Champagne doesn’t often give him 
headaches either—he’s too well accustomed 
to it; but, anyhow, he looke mortal bad thls 
morning.” 

He certainly did lock “bad.” There were 
hollow circles ander his eyes, and a peculiar 
wildness ia his expression that was quite new 
to {b; and, besides this, he seemed very 
nervons—-glanced round in a furtive sort of 
manner pv his valet, as if he fearcd being 
watched, and started violently at the leas» 
sound, 

These movements were very unusual with 
him, for he was, as a rule, the least nervous of 


, men, 


He turned absolutely. yeHow when there came 
a sudden, sharp ring at! the bel), and his hands 
clenched. convulsively under the bedclothea as 
Dixon went out to suswer the summons, 

He returned, bringing with him ao telegram, 


which he handed to his master, who hurriedly 


opened fo, 

‘Ip. was from De, Feltov, and contafued these 
words; “Ogme down {mmediately, | Your wife 
has run away; and. we fen: an accldentd has 
happened. to her,” 

“Pack me gp a couple of shirte, Dixon,” 
he sald, as the paper fell from hia nervelesa 
hand. “I am golug to W-——tshire this 
mornings (Dene Ig something wrovggpith my 
wife.” 

Dixon looked respectfully commiserating, bat 
discreetly refrained from asking any queetions 
Concerning Lady Oarlyon, belpg well aware that 
the subject was one to be tabooed. 

"What shall I pack the shirte In, slr?” he 
asked. ‘You took your small Gladstone bag out 
with you yesterday, {f you remember.” 

Str Ascot started gulitlly—the beg was ab the 
bottom of the river, where he himself had thrown 
{t, for fear of its being noticed In hie handr, and 
lending to his identification In case awkward 
questions should be arked. ? 

“Did Tt" he said, with an assumption of 
carelessness, "To tell the truth, I imbibed so 
freely last night that I really have no idea what 
became of the bag—in fact, I had quite for- 
gotten that Thad fb with me. You must find 
another for me fo take to-day, and look sharp 
about ft, I shall have to catch the twelve 
o’clock train from Paddington.” 

He'caught it without any difficalty, and filty 
times during the journ¢y thanked Heaven ft was 
an express, If {tv bad been a slow traln, etopping 
at every atatiot, he told himeelf he shculd have 
gone mad, for hia anxiety to beat Dr. Felton's, and 
learn how much was known or suspected of his 
wife’s fate, made the journey seem Mterminable, 

He did not go to the station where he had 
alighted yesterday, having ‘wired ‘Dr Felton’ to 
meet him at W——, which the phyefelan avcord- 
ingly did, , 

Well!” he exclaimed, as he eprang from the 
corriage door, and was met by the doctor. “ What 
news have you for mei” - 

‘None, I am sorry to say," responded the 
other, who was as imperturbabie av usnal. “I 
told you fa my message all that I could tel! with 
certainty, Your wife’s fate Id at the present 
moment shrcuded {n mystery.” 

"© You have not found her, then {"” 

“No, I have despatched meseengers In every 
direction. I have communicated with the police ; 
T have, in fact, done all that it is possible to do 
in such a case, and the only thing remaining is 
to walt until we gain news, which must be 
soon.” 

“ When did she escape?” 

“ Last night,” 

“In what manner?” 

“A most extraordinary one, and when I tell 
you, you will absolve me and the attendants of 
carelessness, for no one could have possibly ima- 
gined she was capable of such a deed of daring. 
Oatside her rooms there fs a cedar, bot lts 
branches do not reach the window by some feet ; 
nevertheless, she jumped from ‘the latter, and 
contrived to let herself down by, means of the 

he, Then she musp have scaled the wall, 
for bas left behind ber the scarf shat: she 
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ased in doing ib. Of her enbsequent movements 
sve have no trace,” 

“Rat there must have been carelessnesr— 
groas carelessness |” exclaimed the Baronet, and 
De, Felton was astonished at his energy, “ Ieent 
an attendant with her.” 

“Who happened to be fll,” Interpolated bis 
carer, ‘‘and, as misfortune would have it, I 
vas ont last night myself. Stil), you must not 
blame me, Sir Ascot; I belfevei am az much put 
out over the matter as you are.” 

When they reached the houte the Baronet wae 
takes to see the rooms, and he could but wonder 
at the courage desperation had given the un- 
fortunate girl, No one but a half-distraught 
woman would ever have attempted such a leap, 
and he could hardly accuses Dr. Felton cf In- 
snflicient atteMtion, for the most farseelog person 
would not heve provided againsh euch a contin- 


ger ‘ +e 8 
* n hail hot beet there very lung before one of 
the garteners came in, britiging with him « email 
cofs shawl snd & pocket-handkerehlef. Toe 
istter bore’ fo the corner the name “Alicia 
Carigon,””* 

© } fontid this ‘ankercher on some bushes close 
by the'river, sir,” he sild, In hushed tones, ashe 
¢ave the articles to Bia master ; ‘'and the little 
show! wat foatiog down the stream itself, but 
had been stopped by some pices of drift wood 
a little lower down, Both of ’em beloiged to 
the poor lady, for there's her name on them.” 
Dr. Felton exchanged a significant glance with 
Slr Ascot, who turned away as if to hide his 
agitation. 

“Twas afraid of this,” he muttered, In low 
tones, “ The river had better be dragged.” 

“T'm afratd it will be no use,” sald the doctor, 
shaking his head, “for just there the river te 
full of deep holes, and accidents have happened 
before now, and the bodies have never been 
recovered, Still, it shall be dragged, if you wish 
ay? 

The Baronet did wish it, and accordingly fb 
was done, but with no result, except the finding 
of @ rusela leather purse that wae identified 
with the other two things as having belonged to 
Lady Carlyon. 

Days passed on and no tidings came, and ab 
last, all doubt concerning her « fate’ vauféhed. 
Keldently she had wandered from the high ‘toad 
down the path, and, miiled by the darktees, had 
fal'ca tuto the river, and been drowned, 

Thie is what people sald, and what everyone 
‘oslleved ; and paragraphe In the papers, announc- 
ing the sad fact, dwelt upon the grief of her 
husband, who had been moat aseldaous in his 
endeavours to recover the body, 

Ble efforts were useleds, the river refused to 
gleld ap ite dread secret, and by-and-by a tablet 
was placed in Cliffe Church to the memory of 
mother and son’; and those who stopped to read 
the inscription ‘sighed as they saw how young 
poor Alfcia had been,” and said’ {> was pitifal 
to think of the two Hves ‘that had ended so 
tragteally. J 

. Well; perhaps {6 was better’ so—bebter they 
should be taken from a cold and cruel world to 
that bright land where “the wicked cease from 
troubling, and the weary are at rest!” . 

Toere was'no one to dieputé Sir Ascot’s right 
to do as he liked with the Caase estates now, 
He could mortgage them, sell them even if he 
were so minded, for he was sole and undisputed 
woaster, and had not even his heir to consider, 

Strange to say, he entirely altered his mode 
of life, pald hia turf debte, sold hia horses, and 
announced his fatentfon of having nothing more 
to do with racing and betting. 

Some of his friends laughed and tried to chaff 
bim out of this novel frame of mind, but without 
success, Ovhers said he had really cared for his 
wife, after all, and her loas had affected him to 
such an extent that all relish for amusements 
bad died with her. 

Whether this were so or not, ih was undeniable 
‘thet a great change had come over him; he had 
gYown moody; restless, and Irritable, and had 
the air ofa person who fe couetantly ‘on the look 
cub for some Impending calamity, 

It he were fn 3 room his eyes Were always fixed 


| was her inability 
y : 


clear he had difficulty in restraining the start of 
alarm that seemed {ts natural sequence, 

At other times a feverish and uanatural gatety 
took possession of him, and his spirits grew 
absolutely bolsterous in their exuberance—-no 
mirth was too wild for him, no recklessnees too 
extravagent—hie one desire seemed to be to 
drown thought, aud he cared little what means 
he took to accomplish it. 

These flactuations were observed by Dixon, his 
valet, with very considerable astonishment, for 
they were quite a novelty, 

Hitherto Sir Ascot’s temperament had seemed 
qules and even enough ; and although he had 
occasionally given way to irritability, it had been | 
in a very different way to the present, . 

Dixon pondered over it a good daaly but, try 
as he would, he could not find the Key to the 
mystery ; so ot last he gave it up, having come 
to the sage conclusfon that only Time, which 
unfolds all things, would elucidate this. 

| 
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CHAPTER XX, 


Da, FrercwEa; when he pate: b to Esther 
Grant ab Ciife Court, waa quité sstonished at 


the progress she had made under th@ care of the 
young man who had attended het during his 





absence, a aby Ae ei] \ 
Not only Was she ‘m better (In health, 
being, In fach, able to abous alone, but 


her faculties hai regained much of their lost 


power, —— mesh : 

She cotild talk senatbly® enough on ordinary 
subjects, and the only paint fn which ehe failed 
to ‘recall the pasi with any 


te of metorles’ came to her Itke 
parte of a waking dream, and floated about un- 
connectedly In ker mind, but they were vague 
and shadowy, and had no thread between them. 
“You have been doing wonders since I went 
away,’ observed Dr. Fletcher to hia young 
asslatant, whose name was Stone, “ especially 
with regard to the woman at the Court, Mrs, 
Grant.” 


**T took an interest in the case, and atudied it 
a good deal,” was the reply, "and, to say the 
tiuth, I made some experiments with regard to 
it, which have been even more successful than I 
dared hope,” 

**Do you think she will over recover her 


mem 

“ Most certafaly I do; it is elmply am affair of 
time and care, Of course, she Is still Iu a some- 
what precarious condition ae regards her mental 
attitude, anda shock of any kind would undo 
all the good I have eficcted; bat if ahe is 
guarded against this, I have every hope that she 
will entirely recover.” 

On consideration, Dr. Fletcher deemed {t best 
that she should remain at the Court for a little 
time longer; in order that she might stili be 
under the care of Mr. Stone, who he decided to 
keep with him as a permanent assistant ; and he 
therefore wrote to Arline aud Mrs, Carroll, 
both of whom acqulesced in the wisdom of his 
deslgn. 

Toe latter grew every day more and more 
interested fo the drama of which Hubert Oliffe 
was the hero, and found It as difficuld to 
restrain her Impatience as did her young com- 
panton, 

* Another day almoat over, and no news from 
Hubert!” eighed Arline, who was altting ab the 
window, gazing out into the murky shadows of 
ihe fast closing night, 

*T really think we ought to take some steps to- 
wards discovering his whereabouts,” announced 
Mre. Carroll, In a resolute tone, from her chair 
by the fire; “more than that—we will take the 
steps, A journey to London nowadays {s nothing 
—different to what it was when I was young, 
and it took a week to accomplish, and # month 
to prepare for. If you do not have a letter by 
thenext post we will start to-morrow morning, 
and stay in town until we hear of him, There | 
Do you feel more sati:fied now?” 

“Do you really mean It—are you In earnest?” 





on the door, and at each kenotkor"ring Ib was 


exclaimed the young girl, excitedly, comlog 


over to her, and slipping on her knees on the 
rug. 

“* Cartalaly I do,” 

“ How kind of you—how good!” 

** Nothing of the cort, my dear, People when 
they get old are apt to grow selfish, and that I 
wish to guard against —sometimes | find {t creep- 
ing on me, {n eplteof my efforts, I havemoney, 
and {t behoves me to make what good use of it I 
ean, for I have no relations to leave ft too-—nalese 
Hubert Ciiffe should prove to be one, aa | 
sincerely hops he may. Iam most anxious to see 
him. Describe him to me,” 

Arlioe had already done go several times, but 
the task wae a iabomtiept love, and she did nob 
mind how, often gh@,gepeated It. Io was more 
than a pleasuye to goo of Hubert--to try and 
limn his bright, debonair face, hie flashing blue 
eyes, and the kindig “tmile that lighted up his 
features. He wes her ideal, her hero—hber 
yellow-haired King Olaf, who had come. to take 
c+ptive ber young heart, and who would reign 
there as long gg she lived f: 

Under present circumstances, however, the 

mention of big name brought remembrances enfii- 
clently saddening ; apd by-mud-by esbe slipped 
quietly out of the room, and Into the garden, 
where the walked slowly along the !eaf-strewn 
paths, wondering, as she had wondered so many 
times before, what had become of liim, and what 
was the reason of hie eflence, 
. “If lL knew he were untrue to mé the know- 
ledge would kill me!“ she whiepered to herself, 
‘passionately, stopping short In her walk, and 
Llapking up at the darkening sky, where a few 
tmnt stare were begloning to quiver in the 
purple, 

Juet then she heard tha click of the gate at 
the bottom of the walk, and she turned hastily, 
in some surprise, for it was too late for callers, 
and the servants’ end tradespesople’s entrance 
was on the other slide of the houee, Up the path 
a tall figure, wrapped in a big coat, wae walking 
very slowly--a figure whose outlines, ib seomed 
to her, were familiar. 

She advanced a few steps, her heart beating 
very fast, and her hands clasped together over 
her bosom; then she uttered a little, half- 
strangled cry, and etarted forward—a minute 
after she wae clasped in her lover s arms. 


¢ * © * + 


Yea, {t was Habert Ciiffs, atlil weak, and 
hardly recovered from his recent filness, signe of 
which Hogered in his white cheeks and langald 
demeanour, He kad got Dolores to write to Dr. 
Fietcher for Arline’s address, and the delay fo 
receiving an answer to his letter wae duc to the 
fact of the doctor’s absence. Directly he heard 
from him, and felt strong exongh, he had come 
In person to explain his silence. 

Acline’s delight may better be imagined than 
described. She, too, had along story to unfold, 
after hearing of Dolores and her goodness; but 
before telling it she took him in the house, and 
introduced him to Mra, Carroll, who, aa eho 
shook hands with’ him, scauned his face very 
intently. 

* He has blue eyes like poor Daisy's, but the 
rest of hfs features are quite dissimiliar,” she 
observed, much to the wonderment of the young 
man, who was, of course, ignorant of what she 
ailaded to, 

He was epeedily informed, and put in posses- 
sion of all that had happened siuce bis departure 
from Cliffe—a recital which considerably excited 
him, 

‘§So you ses it Is useless for you to go to 
Australia until you hear what information 
Esther Grant fs In a position to glve you,’ said 
Arline, as she finished. 

“Certalaly it is. You say she fs better ?” 

“Much better—in fact, Dr, Fletcher thinks 
that in a few weeks her memory will come 
back, That fs what he anid fn his Inet 
letter,” 

Then followed a long discussion as to his 
fature plans ; and it wae finally decided that he 
should remain where he was for the present— 
that fs to say, until he grew strovger, and better 
able to travel about, and In’ the meantime 
something might transpire with regard to the 
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SHB STARTED FORWARD, AND A MINUTE AFTER SHE WAS CLASPED IN HER LOVER’S ARMS. 


mystery of Esther Grant’s connection with the 
Ciifies. 


Two or three days later, however, he grew too 
impatient to rest any longer quiesc and In 
epite of Mra, Oarroll’s and Arline’s remon- 
strances set out for Cliffe, and arrived at 
Doctor Fietcher’s late !n the evening, juct as 
the latter was indulging in his after-dinner 
nap. 

**T am most rejoiced to see you!” exclaimed 
the master of the house, shaking hands with him 
very heartily. “I can't congratulate you upon 
your looks, though ; you are still rather seedy, 
it is quite evident.” 

“Yes; buat I shall soon get all right again 
now that I have taken the turn,” responded 
Hubert. ‘ 

The next morning be went with the doctor 
when he paid his usual visit to the Court, and 
was greeted very warmly by Mrs, Belton, who 
woe racst delighted to see him, and very anxious 
io her inquiries for Arline. 

Tn a chair, close to the window of the house- 
keeper's room, sat Esther Grant ; but es different 
looking from the mileerable tramp who had 
accosted Arline as she waa from the vacant-eyed 
invalid that Lady Da Roubaix had helped to 
nurse, 

Thin she wae stil], but she reemed bright and 
animated, and was neatly attired in a black dress 
of Mrs, Belton’s, which had been altered to fib 
her, In her hands waza half-completed stock. 
ing, at which she was working swiftly and aa- 
Sos even while she answered the doctor’s 
Inguiries, 

“You are better sgain this morning!” he 
observed, seating himself opposite her, 

‘'I get better every day, sir—thanks to all the 
kindness aud attention I receive,” ehe responded, 
gratefally, 

*' And the past—does that grow clear?” 

She shook her head a Uttle doubtfally. 

‘Almost, sir; but not quite. It ssems to me 
that if I conid be helped a bit I might remember, 





Bat then, there’s no one to help me by recalling 
the things that have happened to my mind,” 

“T don’t know that, my good woman ; perhaps 
I may have a deeper knowledge of your past than 
you imagine,” sald the doctor, rubbing his hands 
together, and hardly able to restrain his delight 
at hearing her suggest euch a possibility, ‘I 
have asked you before if you remembered the name 
of * Margaret Sumner,’ haven’t I1” 

" Yes, afr, and I can’t recollect {¢ at all,” she 
anewered, putting her hand to her head, and 
knitting her brows, ‘'At the same time {b is 
famillar to me; it reminds me of the same 
things as the church bells that I heard on 
Sanday do,” 

"Try farther back ; ask her if she remembers 
Mra. Carroll,” suggested Hubert, who was listen- 
ing to the conversation very anxfously, 

She caught the name, softly as it had been 
spoken. 

* Carroll! Carroll!” she repeated, vegaely at 
first, and then with dawning recollection. “' Why 
s Mc. and Mre. Carroll need to live at the Giebe 
Farm, In W--—sbire, quite close to our old 
houee, before we went to Australia. Oh! yes, I 
remember Mrz. Carroll per fectly—-she was Daley's 
aunt,”’ 

“ Dalsy—what—whol” questioned the doc- 


tor. 

Shs looked at him thoughtfully, but did not 

reply. 
"Try and think back,” he resumed, coaxlogly. 
“To ie of great importance thas you should re- 
member who Dalsy was, Stay, and I wil! heip 
you! When you were a girl you lived In 
W—ashbire, at a place called Loring.’ 

She nodded her head vigorously, 

" Yes, yes, that ie soi It was a long, low 
whitewashed house, with a verendah, and roses 
and honeysuckle climbing all over the porch. I 
think I can see {t now !”” 

“ And you had a brother and sister +” 

&“‘I bad « father and mother as well, but they 
dled,” 





"Well, and then you and your brother and 
sister went to Melbourne !” 

* We did ; because we were tod poor to remain 
in Eogland. My brother tried to keep on the 
farm, but he couldn't manage it, so it was sold ; 
and then he ssid the best thing for us was emi- 

ation.” 

“And Dalsy Samner went with you?” 

 Yos, she wont with as to Melbourne.” 

The doctor waited anxtously, hoping she would 
continue, but this she seemed unable todo. Her 
memory responded when the chords were struck, 
but she herself appeared to have no power of 
evoking them unaided. 

"What became of Dalsy after her arrival fo 
Melbourne ¢” he added, presently. 

‘I forget. It may come back to me sometime, 
bud I can’t remember now.” 

‘*Very well, I won’s bother you more at 
present, but you must ponder the matter well 
over, and tell me the result in the morning,” 
eald the physiclan, rising ; and presently he bad 
taken his leave, and was walking with Hubert 
down the avenue that led from the Court. 

"Ab all events, we have proved one thing— 
namely, that this woman is ident/cil with the 
one Mra. Carroll knew, and who sailed with her 
niece, and that fe a good deal,” he obzerved. 

‘It fs indeed,” acquiesced the young man. 
**T am beginning to feei hopeful,” 

“ You have every reason to be, for It is a matter 
beyond doubt that fa a few days Eether Grant 
will be able to give us particulars of her former 
lite, and all details connected with {t,” 


(Ze be continued.) 








A tapy residing“in California has patented a 
hat-holding device for opera chairr, which can bs 
folded up against the bottom of the chair, having 
a fiat tray suspended by means of a bellows-Iike 
arrangement, which allows It to drop down when 
the seat is brought into'a horizontal position, 
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ALL HER HOPES FLED AS FLORENCE ENTERED THE DRAWING-ROOM. 


HER GREAT MISTAKE. 


—0:— 
OHAPTER L 

\' Hex name was Florence, this slight, brown-eyed 
malden, of whose mistake we are going to tell. 
It was not a family name among the Warbur- 
ton’s. Itcould nob have been chosen from any 
fond associations with the falr Italian city, alnce 
neither Colonel Warburton nor his wife had ever 
been there. Bat when the eagerly-expected 
chiid proved to be a girl the young mother would 
hear of no other name, and so the Oolonel, who 
loved her with an Sdolatrous, pasafonate tender- 
ness, barled the time-honoured claims of the 
family “ Janet” and “ Aguea” fn oblivion, thereby 
mortally offending his two sisters—and our 
heroine was called Florence, 

That was more than eighteen years ago, and 
now she sat in a long, bare-looking apartment of 
& house at Kensington, which the globes, mape, 
and other educational implements scattered about 
pronounced to be a school-room, 

Poor little F.orence! That room was more 

familar toher than any other. For fifteen 
years she had been an inmate of Miles Frost’s 
establichment—for fifteen years home had been 
nothing to her but an empty name. 
_ She could remember nothing of the life she led 
before she came to Kensington; only in her 
recollection there was a faint, faded image of a 
face lovelier and more tender than any ashe eaw 
at Connaught Houe, That face must have been 
her mother’s, through whose early death she 
began her school days so early. 

She had nothing to compiain of at Connaught 
House, ae me her, the governesses {n- 
dulged her ; stately principal herself had kind 
looks for her favourite pupll, only it was school, 
not home; and when three a hel so Aga 
*sen girls took their departure for the ays, ® 
kind of wild would sefz> the “eo 

some friends 





Bat though invitations came sometimes from 
loving school-fellows, nob one was Florence 
allowed to accept. 

**¥t ie your paps 6 wish,” Miss Frost would ex- 
plain, condescendingly. ‘‘ Until he returns to 
Kogland he desires you should make uo acqualot- 
ance beyond your own family.” 

‘** Bat I haven’t got any family,” said Florence 
with a sigh. 

The schoolmistrees answered nothing. She her- 
self was rouch parplexed that neither of Colonel 
Warburton’s sisters took any notice of his 
daughter. They both resided a great part of 
the year in London ; surely ib would have been 
easy for them to call at Connarvght House and 
inspect their nisce’s progress. 

Rogalarly every half-year came handsome 
cheques for Miss Warbarton’s expenses, regularly 
once 8 month came a leviag, tender letter from 
the father to his child, and the girl grew to 
regard those letters as her greatest pleasure. She 
learned to look forward with a yearning anxiety 
for the time when she should go out to India to 
her father. 

It was an afternoon In the summer, Oae more 
week and the school-room woald be deserted, its 
— girlish fomates would bave flown for the 


Florence Warburton, sitting near the open 
window, wae the centre of attraction. It was 
the hour of recreation, and a group had gathered 
round their favourite. 

“ Promise you'sl be here when I come back,” 
gald a little fair-haired child, nestling againet 
Miss Warburton lovingly. ‘I couldu’s bear this 
place without you |” 

Fiorence smiled, 

“‘ T expect I shall be here, Miss Frost thinks 
dh: gett to go out to him before 

ter. 


“ And you really want to go to India!” cried 
half-a-dozen voices, 
‘* T want to see papa, He is all I have, you 
know.” 
** Bat couldn’s he come to England 1” 





** He doesn’t like England, Olesle.” 

Well,” sald a tall, gracefal girl, the beanty 
of the school, “ons thing, Ficrence, Colonel 
Warburton won’t keep you lovg. Girls marry 
directly in India.” 

ii) Do they ? ry 

** Yes,” went on the young monliress, “and 
they generally make good matcher. I do wish 
were you, Florecce! Why you'll be a bride 
before the year fe out!” 

“JT don’t want to be married,” said Florence, 
slowly. ‘* It seems to me ft would be very tire- 
some !” 

Half-a-dozen eyes looked at her in amaze- 

+ 


men 
- 


arried people are eo fussy,” went on 
Florence; ‘‘and they always seem so full of 
bothers |!” 

" What married people have you seen }” asked 


Belle, a little acornfully, ‘* Only sober fogies of 
fifty and sixty, It’s very different when they’re 


young.’ 

“Is itt” 

"Of course it is! The husband thinks of 
nothing but his wife. He loves her better than 
anything In the world, and Is always trying to 
make her happy |” 

Fiorence Warburton’s face glowed. 

‘*T should like that!” she said, wistfally. 
*©To be loved like that would be better than 
being married |” 

**You dreadfal child!” cried Bolle, reprov- 
ingly. ‘' People mustn't be loved like that un- 
less they are married, or going to be |” 

They were interrupted. The door opened 
abruptly, and n servant entered, 

Miss Warburton fs wanted to see visitors In 
the drawing-room.” 

Never since her father left her in Miss Frost’s 
care, a little toddling child of three, had such an 
announcement been made to Fiorence. She 
started up in confusion, her cheeks still flashed 
by the recent conversation. 

“ Had I better change my dreas, Bolle ¢”” 

“No!” returned the beauty; '* you couldn’t 








; 
} 
} 
j 








— 
= 


at 
Ti = 


Siileh vaglbcaragncising abit 
te? - ar $a53 = 


898 


THE LONDON READEDP, 





Feb. 3. 1900. 








look nfcor than you do, white sults you wonder- 
fally.”’ 

Aad Indead It would have been bard to find 
@ sweeter face than Fiorence’s, Jeabel might 
bs the beauty of the schoo!, but she had not 
half her friend’s charm of expreseiou, Tae 
colonel’a daughter was a slight, graceful girl, 
barely over middle height ; her face was a per- 
fect oval, her large, deeply set brown eyes were 
fringed with long dark lashes, contrasting well 
with the strange purity of her complexion ; her 
cheeks had the faintest} wiid-rose bloom; her 
mouth was small and regular, and her little 
head was framed by masses of soft hair, whose 
hue was like nothing so much as the tint of a 
chestnut newly snatched from {ts shell, A cre@ 
ture once seen not easily forgotten ; one surely 
formed for love and sympathy. gre 

With feé¥ which would hardiy do her bid 
#0 nervous and excited had 5 . become throv 










the unexpec summons, nce Warbur' 
veached the Wing-room! Aoors one hops, on 
wild desire u out at hbart—that 


father had taken her iw siir prise, ‘and coms. 
Eagiand without ward 


Her hopes fled aa’ Pet catered the drawing- 


room, Miss Froat! fb fn earnest conversation 
with a lady—a otfdie-aged woman, dreseed in 
elegant oe nye fava’ ‘which waa ~ best 
described by negs ge), hot emall, not 
stern, not placid, 

in the amall eyes; jah 
ness in the expreselo’ of well- 
Frosb took her papil’s‘hand. = ‘Y) 

** Fi orencs, this fs your Aunt Janet, your 
father’s elder alster, Mre. Fox ; she ra" come here 
to make your acquaintance,” 

Tos girl found her sunt’s small, ° Nterret- like 
eyes regarding her with close scrutiny ; thea 
Mrs, Fox advanced two fiogera of her dafntily- 
gloved hands. She never offsred her niece a 
warmer salutation, and when the fiogers bad 
gone through the ordeal eafely, she turned to 
Miss Frost, and sald, speaking as calmly as though 
Wiorence were a lay figure that could nefther 
hear nor feel,— 

“Her mother’s very Image, not a trace of the 
Warburtong about ber!” 

The giri's lips drooped painfally.’ Miss Frost 
eaw tears gathering in her velvety eyes, 

** Miss Warburton {fs » very sweet girl, madam; 
IT assure you, we shall all miss her, Perhaps you 
would like to be alone while you make the com- 
cauvication,” 

“ By no means!” returned Mrs, Fox, graciously, 
“As we have never seen each other before, I can 
have no private confidences with my nieos.: How 
old are you?” to Florencs, abruptly, 

** Kighteen and a-half !” 

"Ah! when did you last hear from your 
father?” 

“Tt is alx weeks ago. There was no letter by 
the lawt mall, Oh!’ alarmed by the look of 
pity Mies Frost cast on her. ‘‘ O45! ourely he fs 
notillt You have not come here to teil me 
that $” 

‘He died some weeks ago, probably directly 
after the date of his last letter.” 

Dead! there came a sudden blank {0 Fior- 
ence’s vision, dead! then what mattered any- 
thing! He was ber all, her very hope was bound 
up tn him. Dead! ob, why did the summer 
sunshine pour through the window If indeed thi: 
mileery had come upon her ¢ 

** Yes,” returned Mra, Fox, with that resig- 
nation we all feel for othere’ sorrow, “and you 
ought to be very thankful he was spared enffer- 
ing. The end was guite sudden, and he was 
buried with fall military honours. Your uncle 
has all the particulars at home, and you shal) see 
them if you ere a good girl,” 

Poor Fiorence, she tried to epeak, to aay 
something; but she could not, the words stuck 
io her throat. Is mattered little, Mra, Fox 
was fully capable of eustaloing the conversa- 
tion. 

“QO? course your position is exdly changed by 






‘this event. . Your circumstances are quite 
altered,” 
ae I am all alone now.” 


‘hat fs .a very ungratefal remark, my dear. 
You: have two: aunts, an uncle, and several 





cousine. It would be absurd to pretend regret 
for a father you have never seen. for fifceen 
yeare.”’ 

Fiorence felt {t all the same, 

‘Your uncle Is appointed your guardian,” 
went on Mra, Fox; “and until you come of age 
your home will be with us. Of course this is 
very generous on our parte, for the provision to 
which you are entitled is next to nothing.” 

Misa Frost, who knew something about 
officers’ psy and the ailowance meade to their 
children, doubted this ; she interposed and said, 
kindly, she would gladly keep Florence at 
Connaught House and aselst her in earning 
her owfi living. 

Mrs. Fox stared. 

“You mean well, my dear madam, but it fs 
“impossible: Colonel Warburton’s daughter can 
only accept charlty from ber kindred. My huas- 


{band and one elf are quite willing to accepY the 


cen my) Brother has bequeathed to as, ‘I 
appoint a day for my niece to 


country seat ; acd I trust, Fior- 


hand’ th Mise Pros tad ebilea 
= cipal turtied ‘bo! Blordkice 


“see you. Tt 
h your father 


to schoo! ; 
* Oh, bow ad Fd live 
dresdfal ! 


Iv will be 


with her ? 
Dear Miss Frost, won't you let me 
stay with you!” 


“The power ell rests with your aunt, 
Florence ; her husband Is your guardian, and tor 
the next two years and a half he has the absolute 
right to choose your hone,” 

Fiorence was sobbing bitterly. 

‘I was ao happy, only this morning, 30 happy 
aud full of hope, and now I am alone in the 
world abd-—a beggar |” 

“ Hush,” sald Miss Frost, sclemniy, "' you are 
not that; you may be poor in comparison with 
ethers, but: I am positive your father has lefo 
you enough to pay Mra. Fox for the expense of 
keepiog you ; if not, child, I don't believe ehe 
would tnaist upon haviog you,” 

There wae grief and alien throughout Con- 
neught House :-nob even the near prospect of 
the bolidaye could console the young ladies for 
the loss of their favourite ; woeful anticipations 
of school ‘* without Fiorence”’ filled every heart. 
No one could remember a time when that elim, 
giciieh figure had nob made the eunshine of the 
stately academy. 

Misa Frow was not idle. She had always 
provided F.orence with a tollette eultable to a 
gentleman’s daughter; she now procured a 
simple tasteful mourning outfit, ladglike ard 
becoming, though not extravagant. She had 
kind of idea that, if she left this office to Mrs, 
Fox, Florence would come off indifferently in the 
matter of clothes. She knew that she would 
never be forgiven for this expenditure, and that 
no attempt would be made to reimburse her ; 
but she did not grudge the money. She was a 
prosperous womar, and she loved Florence 
Warburton dearly. 

A short note arrived from Mrs, Fox appointing 
a day on which her niece was to proceed to Fox- 
grove Court, the family place in Kent. She sent 
no money for the journey, she made no mention 
of any escort, 

Mies Frost's blood fairly boiled; she would 
have sent a maid with Fiorence, only she feared 
to provoke her aunt’s avger ; so she drove to the 
station, and herse!f confided Miss Warburton to 
the care of a guard, ascertained the pisces at 
which she would have to change, and otherwise 
provided for her comfort ; this done she hurried 
back to Connaught House to keep aa sppolnt- 
ment. 


“The train starta In five minutes, dear,” 


was her farewell... ‘ I-wish I could walt sto: see 


sehen Sud you ‘ns andre daiful |g 





you off, but I’m afraid of being late for Lady 
Delany.” 

She wae gone. Left alone, poor J iorence 
leant back in her corner, and wished herself back 
in the house, which for fifteen years had been 
her home. The bell ravg, a shrill whistle 
sounded, the train was on the point of starting, 
when alate passenger appeared, and the guard, 
abruptly forgetting all his promises respecting 
Fiorence’s seclusion, flang open the door of her 
carriage, which was nearest, and tumbled in the 
new comer jast as the train steamed slowly 
~ of the platform. 

Fiérenee Warbarton was too wrapped up fn 
her own aad thoughts to notice her companion ; 
and (he; "Mittterly reproaching himeelf for the 
tarditiess which had Jost him a sest in a smoklog 

tment, ‘was quité-as ‘teglectfal of her, 
anddeated hinteelf an as greaba, spren s the 
dimensions of rapt. Foor Ww » silo Mbile hb @ 
tried to obtain dont fe 


ut Punch does n 
Jhalf-an-hour th 







“had exhau both 
abhought himself of 










and the G/ at 
fellow- -passenger, Hor fate:Was mg averted 
him, but there was som in the on- 
grace of her atttt de, 1d “tha childishnees 
pose, which aroused his i int et. He drew 
fis nearer, meaning to” meee’ the 
tance by offering her Pu when he dis- 


she was crying. 

‘bere was no mistake about “ee he ootild see 

the, tears wending their way eldwiy down her 
ke; he could ace the heaving of her bosom. 

O#al Fane's fret impulse was to curse the ill- 

lack which gave him such a companion ; his 

second to try to rouse her from grief. 

He was quite young, barely five-and-twenty, 
&handsome warm-hearted young fellow, justa 
little spoilt by prosperity and the sunshine of 
wealth ; but still generous and open as the day, « 
man who might filrs with London belles, and 
say pretty things to burlesque scbresses ; bub 
who would never injure a woman who trusted 
him, and never break a promise to a creature 
weaker than himself. 

‘ What is the matter?” 

Florence atarted, The voleé ‘was rich ‘snd 
musical, the tone low, and almost caressing. 
She started in confusion. What had she done? 
What offence could she have been guilty of, that 
a strange gentleman ehould address her thus un- 
ceremoniously ? 

Cecil had utterly “forgotten ‘the edd of 
etiquette, 

“You mustn’t cry!” he said, very gently, 
and taking her hand; “I can’t bear to ace 

ou!” 
me Iam sorry!” shé answered ; “only I 
can’t help {t! I am so miserable!” 

She was sittiog up now, and he could see her 
face, a ewoet, childish face, with big brown eyes, 
ands strange charm of its own in uptte of the 
tear-stains on her cheeks, 

‘* What is the matter!” he repeated again ; 
and then his eyes rested on her black dre. 

Florence, answered nothing; she wiped her 
eyes, and tried to turn her face away froax his 


aze, 

" "T think I understand,” sald Cactl, who 
felt remarkably awkward In his now 16'e of 
comforter. “ You haye lost someone dear to 
out” 

, *T have lost my father, and he was all I had 
in the world !’ 

“Bat erying wont bring him back!” said 
Mr. Fane; “and I daresay you have other 
friends left?” 

She shock her head. 

" He waa all J had; and that fs not ali—be 
died far away In India. I never knew anything 
about 1b until they told me he was dead, Fancy, 
while I was looking for his letters he was lying 
in his grave!” 

uc Sa a one of the little hands in his 


“Dos you know, I have jnab come from India. 
a your os In the army 3 Perhaps I ksew 


_e He Waa salonel in the 99th ianeeel 
Fane started, 
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You don’s mean you are poor Warburton’s 
daughter #” 

“Todeed, Lam} Oh! alr, did you know 
nim | 

“J koew him well! He was the kindest friend 
{ had in the five yeara Ispent inindisa, I aesure 
you, Miss Warburton, but for him I might be 
dead, too, instead of coming home on sick leave 
to rejolee my mother’s heart! He nursed me 
through # dangerous Hllness as tenderly as ff I 
had been his brother.” . 

A strange brightxess came into her eyes. 

“~ am so glad to see anyone who knew 
papa 1” 

a And you are the Iittle girl the cclonel 
ased to speak ofthat he expected out next 
epring?” 

“Yea! Oh, ib seeme@ so cruel! I had 
counted the months and yearsso long }”’ 

‘ft waa a blow tome when I heard the news,” 
Cecll sald, simply, ‘* though I was prepared for 
101” 

“Prepared! They told me fb was a sudden 
desth 1” 

“Sadden ab last, perhaps. Miss Warburton, 
may I tell yon something thab may soothe your 
sorrow? Your father had been slowly dyiog for 
years, I have heard people say he never re- 
covered your other's losg—that her death killed 
him slowly, but surély. Grief took fifteen years 
to do ite work ; but if you ask me my opinion, 
the colonel died -of a broken heart. He never 
could have’ been happy fn this world. He wasa 
good man and ready for the next, If ever death 
ought mot to be mourned over that death was 
hia!” 

Fiorence looked into the young man’s face, and 
sald, wistfully,— 

“It may be selfish, bub, oh, I cannot feel as 
yor do] You eee he was all I had}"’ 

* Sarely you have relations !” 

“Thave an aunt, Iam going to her now, but 
she dees not love me,” 

‘She must love you fn time. Mlss Warbur- 
ton, you raust be desr to many people for your 
own sake and many others ; my mother, among 
them, will love ycu for your father's.” 

“I chonld like to see your mother,” sald 
Florence, sadly, “Oh, I wish I had a 
mother |” : 

'* My mother lives at Westfield, and I am sure 
she will be delighted to gee you,” 

For the firat tite her face brightened, giving 
him a faint Idea of what it might have been 
undimmed by sorrow, 

“Why, I am going to Wostfield! My aunt 
lives only three miles off.”’ 

* Then T'expect ‘she ts a frlend of oura, May 
I know her name ” : 

‘Mes. Fox,” She lives at Foxgrove Court.” 

“Of course I know ber. We have been Init- 
mate for years, Then we sball be nelghbours 
for some lttld time, Mies Warburton ; and you 
will try and look om me as a friend, for your 
father’s sake 3” . 

"Indeed, I wil,” said Florence, softly, 

My mother, Lady Emily Fane, wil! be glad 
to be your friend, too,” safld-Cecil. I expect 
ahe will ask your aunt to spare you to us a great 
<avel . - 


“Won't you pleass tell me something 
scout my aunt, Mr. Fane? Hae she many 
children |” 

‘*Half-a-dezan, Bat some of them are not 
children ; the eldest son Is as old as Lam. Then 
‘Here are three young ladies ‘out,’ and two little 
gicis In the achool-room,” 

" Oaly one son?” 

_,. Oaly one; the hope and pride of your aunt’e 
life, She thinks the whole world might be 
searched through fo vain to find the equal of 
Joha Warburton Fox!” 

F lorence laughed, as he meaut she should. 

Then you don’t like him }" 

“| never gafd go.” 

Cecil Fane succeeded in his object. . He 
maneged to make the hours of that long journey 
pass pleasantly for Fiorence Warburton, He 
warmed the ead, lonely girl {n the sunshine of 
bis own kind, genfal manner. He gave her jast 
‘Ost protection a timid, Inexperlenced traveller 
requires, and directed her. thoughts so well that 








the monotony of the flat, unlaterosting country 
was hardly felt; and when the traln stopped at 
Westfield she eald,-—. 

* Already 1” 

It was a emali rural station, with bub two or 
three persons waiting on the platform, Cecil 
handed Florence out, and then she saw him 
clasped in the arme of a stately, silver haired old 
lady, and heard a sweet voice bidding bim 
welcome home, She knew he had been sway, 
five years ; not for worlds would she bave iuter- 
rupted the rapture of tbat reunlov, Ooly she 
stood. there alone unnoticed, with an aching 
sense of solitude and pain at her heart which Ifn- 
creased when she turned her eyes towards Lady 
Emily and her son. 

The station-master came up to her, and asked 
clWwllly where she wished the luggsge sent, 
Florence answered she was going to Foxgrove 
Court. The man shook his head. There waea 
grand flower-show the other tide of the Cours. 
He had seen Mrs, Fox and the young ladies 
driviog to it; no doubt they had forgotten to 
send to meet the London train. 

Poor Florence stood in doubt and perplexity. 

“IT could walk,” she sald, hopefully ; ‘‘ bub 
then there is the luggage.” 

“That's ensily managed, miss. The carrier's 
cart’s here, he goes right past Foxgrove Court, 
It’s & longtsh walk, but I don’t see how else you 
are to get there.” 

Bat before she bad done more than. point ont 
her luggege, she felt ® and upon her shoulder. 

“Tam afraid your aunt has forgotten to send 
the carriage, Miss Warburton ; my brovgham fs 
here, you must let me take you home.” 

" Bat ”—Florence looked as {tf she would like 
to accapt—**it will be troublirg you so,” 

‘*No trouble at al),” returned Lady Enlly. 
“Oar honse fs on the road te Foxgrove; we 
will get out there and send you on to the 
Court.” 

It spoke much for the delicacy of mother and 
son, that never by word or sign did they mention 
thefr own joy. They devoted themselves entirely 
to thefr little guest until the carriage estopped, and 
they sald good: bye. 

“Tf only Auat Fox were like Lady Emlly,” 
thought Florence, wistfully, ‘I ¢ould love ber 
dearly,” 

The Court wes a substantial red-brick bufld- 
ing, bearlog about It egos of ample means, though 
none of exaggerated wealth. 

A servant received Miss Warburton from Lady 
Ernlly’s carriage, and asked her civilly enovh if 


she would ifke some tea ; belog tired and hungry, | 


Fiorence accepted; but the weak, luke-warm 
flald which presently appeared, flanked by ao 
thick alice of bread and butter, was very diff-rent 
to the fare enjoyed at Connaught House, and our 
herolne did not do justice to It. 

Mary, the maid, stood waiting to show her her 
room-—-up the grand staircase, down a long corr!- 
dor, and then upstairs agafa to a dreary, white- 
washed reglon, where no attempt ab decoration 
or adornment seemed to have been niade, The 
‘passage was quite bare, the doors simply num- 
bered in black paint to distinguish them from 
each other, Fiorence’s heart sank within her as 
Mary pushed one open, 

A moderate 6’z2d apartment, whose roof and 
walls sloped to such an extent that Jo many 
places it was Impossible to stand upright, and 
which was destfinte of firep!ac: and window, 
beirg lighted only by a skylight. A emall fron 
camp-bedetead, a washetand with a small looking- 
giase hanging over it, and one solftary chair, such 
was the accommodation prepared by Mrs. Fox for 
her brother’s only child, 

Fortunately, Lady Emily had insisted upon 
Ficrence’s luggage coming on her carriage, and ip 
was soon brought up. Mary, touched by the 
desolation of the yourg girl's srrival, placed the 
trunks to their best advantage, and even offered 
her ald In unpacking ; but ibis the orphan de- 
clined. 

“ Can yon tell me when I shall see my aunt?” 

“Mee, Fox ia expected ab seven, miss, and 
dioner is ab half-past,” 

. Fyorenve looked at her watch ; it was barely 
Ve. . 








“JT had better go downstairs when I am 
ready ¥"’ ehe said, Ic quiiing|y, 

“Tehonld think so, miss, There is no one ab 
home bat Mr. John.” 

Florence looked so perplexed that the servant 
explained, -— 

“Toe young master, mies, Mr. John Warburton 
Fox. We call bim Mr, John.” 

Hearteick and weary as ehe was, Florence knew 
the must not give way. Occupation was her best 
friend ; so she unpacked ber possessions, arranging 
her treatures so ag to give a home-like air to her 
humble rom, Toen she bathed ber face in cold 
water, and felt uneyeakably refreshed. In. fact, 
by the time her bair was brushed and recoiled 
round her graceful head, che was quite a different 
creature, 

She had never expected much kindness at her 
aunt’s hands, 20 she had no reason to feel cisap- 


pointed, aud at least the day had brought her. 


two new friends, of whose very existence she was 
jgoorant when she rose fa the morglog, 

Florence Warburton then went dowustalra in 
search of the drawing-room, 

She opened a¢ least three doors before she was 
successfal; then she found herself in a band- 
some apartment, furnished with more megnifi- 
cence than good taste. There were no bocks 
about—none of those camelees tries which show 
a room is inhabited by people of refinement and 
breeding. The most homelike thing which greeted 
Florence's ey ea was & grand plano which stood open 
ae though invitiug her to come aud try tt. 

There was no one in the house, Mary had said 
(Mies Warburton forgot Mr, John), so why should 
ehe not play to herself } 

F.orence sat down and struck a few chords, 
She had real talent for mustc, and the sounds 
she evoked were very different from what thas 
plano usually bronght forth, 

They seemed so to Mr, John fn his distant 
asmoking-room; besides, no one ab the Court 
played the pianoat that hour, 

His curfoeslty was aroused, and he found hls 
way to the drawing-room jast as Fiorence 
galuing confidence, began to slog, 

Mr. John Warburton Fux—Tony aa ho was 
called fn the bosom of hie famfly—felt much sur 
prised. He knew.that his mother expected a 
*noor relation” ag a sort of governess to the 
children. He bhad even heard that very day fixed 
for her coming ; but he never connected that fact 
with the brilifant vision ab the plano---the slight 
gracefal girl who looked Iike some fair princess 
in her soft, black draperies, and whoee hair shone 
like a golden cloud. 

He stared In silent amrz*ment ‘till the song 
ended—then he went forward, 

“TI was not sware my mother «expected 
visitors,” he began, fn his most affected manner, 
*'T am sure she will be deaolated that che was not 
at home to receive you.” 

Florence saw 8 smal), baily-formed man, con- 
‘siderably ‘under middie height, dresced in the 
extreme of fashion, with the reddest complex!on, 
the sandlest hair, and the weakest, moet watery 
blue eyes {t had ever been Ler fate to meet, 

He was'In her annt’s drawing rcom—he spoke 
of his mother, and yet {t never dawned upon Mies 
Warburton that he wae her cousin, There was 
something about him which told the gtrl he was 
not quite a gentleman; and as yet she did not 
know that Mr. Fox's whole fortune had been 
made ina retail business, of which distinguished 
undertaking he continued to accept the proefirs, 
though he had long ceased to take an ac!ive part 
in the enter p ise. 

"May I nov be allowed,” began Tony, waxing 
more florid fn his compliments, "to know the 
name of our beauteous guest, to lesrn whose 
dalcet voice has enraptured my fancy 1” 

"JT don’c understand,” sald iorence, bluntly ; 
“you can’t be Aunt Janet's son?” 

‘Indeed I am,”-—then as the truth dawned on 
him, “and you mast be the little coucia we are 
expecting to-day?” 

“Tam Fiorence Warburton.” 

Before she understood his object he waa close 
beside her, 

“Cousins sre like alsters, you know,” eald 
Tony, {usinuating!y.. -' You're s pretty little 
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thing—give me a kiss to show you're glad to eee 
me 


Bis lips were near hera—she could fee! his hot 
breath on her cheeks. Barniog with indignation, 
the girl brought her fair white hand down upon 
the ears of John Warburton F.x with all the 
force she could muster. 

** How dare you!” she cried ; “how dare you 
insult me 7” 

‘Insult you, Indeed!" cried Tony, fiercely. 
"I was only giving you an affectionate welcome ; 
come, you little vixen! ” 

‘What ie the meaniog of this couduct, Miss 
Warburton! Mr, Fox and I shall Indeed regret 
our charity lf thie fs how you reward us!” 

In the doorway stood Mre, Fox. She had re- 
turned from the flower-show and reached the 
drawing-room in time to hear Fiorence’s pas- 
sionate protest, and to see her raise her hand 
against Tony. Fary fairly beamed In Mrs, Fox's 
ferret-like eyes. She literally hissed out the 
words as she repeated her question, 

* What do you mean by ft, eb, mise? A nice 
way you must have been brought up if you 
can’t be left alone ten minutes withont trying to 
fnveigle the heir of au honourable family. i am 
ashamed of you! Go to yonr own room at 
once |” 

The greater part of this speech was Greek to 
Fioreace Warburton, One part only did she 
understand--the permission to retire, and that 
she obeyed at once, leaving Tony still rnbblog 
his fojured member, and his mother almost 
speechiess froza indignation, 


CHAPTER I, 


SOMEWHERE Io the heart of London, within 
baif-an-hoar’s walk of the most fashionable re- 
gione, there Hes o vast district which has never 
been properly explored—and probably never will 
be—where ft is an almost unbeard-of thing for 
avy one house to be tenanted by less than three 
or four families, and where one room Ia con- 
aldered quite sufficient for all ordinary purposes, 

All classer, all grades are represented in the 
district I speak of. It has not the equalld 
misery of the East-and; bnt it has even more 
pitiable distrese, for the great feature of the 
locality is keeping aloof. 


Lawyer's clerke, ballet-dancers, cheap educa- 


tional drudges, lone widows, the fallares of 
every walk of life find a refage here. Those who 
were rich once—those who never expected to be 
poor come and find a shelter secure, that, so long 
as thelr rent is paid, no questions will be asked, 
and no one come to trouble thelr solftude. 

Sach a place was Oaroline-street, one of the 
numerous offshoote of the district we have 
named. It may have been called after the un- 
lucky consort of George IV., it may have been 
called after a sweetheart of the builder. It had 
been new and Imposing once; it was old and 
respectable now. 

You might have wandered down Caroline- 
street at any hour of the day or night, and no 
harm would have happened to you; bub you 
might have known every inhabitant of the dingy 
thoroughfare, and not have been able to prodace 
one who atsome time past or present had nob 
known the grip of hunger. 

No, 45 was about the middle of the street—a 
house remarkable for ite diogy cuocolate colour, 
snd ac extreme scarcity of curtains; yet the 
rooms were large and lofty, and you might have 
drives a hearse-and-six up the staircase had euch 
been your royal will and pleasure, 

No, 4° bad many inhabitants, but our business 
ia exclusively with the third floor back, which 
was let to a woman of the name of Daw. History 
had uever revesled whether she was married or 
slugis-—wife, maid, or widow; she had been a 
lady ones, that was an accepted fact in Caroline. 
street. She was an honest sou), who never re- 
fused « kindness or did anyone an [l!-turn,; that 
wae another; bub how she came to aink to her 
present condition—in what peculfar form trouble 
had come to her-—these were questions Caroline- 
tree. felt powerless to answer. 

She aat at her rickety table one bright summer 





afternoon, working busfly at her ceaseless atitch- 
ing. Miss Daw was a machinist by calling, o 
slender, fragtle-lock!ng woman, with the remains 
of great beauty, and the unmistakable stamp of 
refioement on her face. In lookiog up from her 
work her eyes fell upon an old newspaper, in 
which the material entrusted to her had been 
wrapped ; those wandering eyes rested for a 
moment upon the column of the Times. 

Oaly a moment ; but it changed her whole life 
and the current of this story. With one pas- 
sionate cry the woman pushed her work away 
from her, buried her face in her hands and barst 
into a fit of sobbing—all the more bitter because 
ib was so quiet and volceless, that it had all the 
silence of despair. oa 

“Dead!” she m , a8 she grew calmer-— 
“dead! Oh, my darlicg, it can’) be, After 
waltiog and hoping, after living on through all 
this misery just for the chance of secing your 
face again, It can’t be that you are gone!” 

Again her eyes sought the paper, and again 
the much-loved name stood forth in cruel die- 
tinctness among the long list of the departed. 
The womap dropped the paper with a bitter 


cry. 

“A curse upon the woman whose lies parted 
us !—a curse upon the pride which kept me from 
justifying myself while he could have heard me! 
Oh, my darling !"—~and she stretched forth her 
hand, as though appealing to some human 
creature listenIng—“ Ob, my darling, at iast you 
know the truth! Yon’re beyond the shadows 
now, my darling, and you know your Doris loved 
you as her own life !” 

Iv was long before she grew quite calm, long 
before she could see clearly to go on with the 
work which formed her only means of living, but 
at laab she managed {t, She worked her machine 
as fast as usual, ehe got through her usual 
amount of work ; only, though there was nothing 
to show it, nothing to tell ft, ebe was a changed 
woman. She had got up that morning with « 
hope ad her heart, living tn faith, she went to bed 
with a blank despair, But sleep, the comfort of 
the sorrowfal, took the poor outcast under her 
own protection; her weary head had no sooner 
touched the pillow than she had forgotten all her 
weariness, al) her woee-—ay, even the cruel blow 
deslt her by fate that very day. 

She fell asleep, and deamnal dhe was far away 
from Caroline Street—far away from the sordid 
struggle for daily bread. She saw herself in 
beautiful foreign country, dressed In siika and 
laces such as she had been wont to wear ao long 
ago, and vhe one she best loved stood at her side, 
with a fair young girl on his arm. 

‘* Tleave her to you, Dorle,” said the voice she 
knew eo well,” ‘‘ you'll guard our child and bring 
her to me later on.” 

The day had dawned when Mies Daw woke 
from her dream, the sun was shining into the 
raleerable room ; it touched the woman’sa cheek 
with a faint colour, it gave a golden radiance to 
the faded halr ; and, still more, Heaven's sun- 
shine gave another hope to the troubled heart— 
gave a new lacentive to live on. 

‘© T shail see him some day,” thought Doris, as 
she dressed herself,-—-'' some day, wher no clouds 
can separate ue ; and, for the rest, It’s like o 
message from the grave, I'll go and try. I’ve 
been there often and seen her face, but I never 
dared to epeak to her bsfore, Ib eesmed like 
castiog a shadow over her young life ; but now 
he’s told me It’s diffsrent, and i'l go,” 

It was September, the loveliest of summer 
months when bright and warm—-and this was an 
ideal September, when the days had all the 
warmth and gladness of Jaly. All through that 
weary morniog Miss Daw worked with redoubled 
speed ; she hardly paused for dinner, but ate her 
allca of bread-and-dripping between the exigen- 
cies of the machine; then at three o'clock she 
stopped, folded away ber work, and prepared to 

t, 


ou 

e she tied on a shabby biack bonnet, she fastened 
& rusty shawl—-It sald much for her that there 
was nothing revolting in her ; her dress 
was worn and threadbare, but there were no holes 
in {t; her collar was white and spotless aa soap 
could make it ; and her complexion was clear and 
delicate-—fragile from bard work and close con- 





finemert, bat nob marred by dissipation or coarse 
from drink. - 

She locked the door of her room, put the key 
in her pocket, and started. 

Miss Daw’s usual walks were to the City, 
whence she fetched her work and whither she 
carried back when comp'eted, but this afternoon 
ehe turned In quite a different direction. She 
walked on and on until the narrow streets and 
courts were left behind, and she stood In the 
Broad, handeome thoroughfare we know as Pic- 
cadilly. London was well-nigh empty, there were 
suataapn ao acieetoansl paaie-sertaied on 

, mo gat o je—-ahe W. on 
and on until her feet almost sank ander her, 
and each step she took grew slower. 

**This will never fio,” murmured the poor 
creature, “I shall be too late. I must make 
haste. Iam dologhis will—that ought cheer 
me on.” 

And so, redoubiing her efforte, banishing al! 
thought of pain and weariness, the tired, patieni, 
world-toszed wanderer walked on—ocn and on, 
without stopping antl] she reached the old Court 
suburb of Kensington. 


(To be continued.) 
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A ROSE OF MAY. 


—01— 
(Continued from page 392.) 

‘* You have given my son bis freedom |” 

"T have, belleving it to be for hie good; bat 
should he find lifsempty without me, that I am 
indeed necessary to him, I will hold out no 
longer, I am wealthy now, and all I have should 
be On the other hand, Sir Johs, if he feels 
it wisest and best to forget our mutual vows I 
shall nelther r i 
In all I would act for ea 

Sen wale into Aun Jadd’s room then, not 
daring to say more, lest her courage should fail 
her ; and Sr Jubn lay thinking over her words, 
and fighting with a pride which was so dominant 
2 feature in hie character, : 

At dusk Mr, Strong vislted him. He looked 
very tal! and stalwart standing there fm the dim 
light, and his volce was unnaturally stern snd 
low. 

“You sent for me, Amory, What is your 
business with me?” ’ 

“Sit dowa. You won't? Ah, well, have your 
own way. Of course I wanted to thank you for 
your hospitality and the good nursing I have 
received,’ 

"Your thanks are due to Miss Strong, not 
to me,” in the same hard tone, “There ls 
po man I am so unwilling to serve sa your- 
self.” 

“T know !t, and It fs natural, I suppose, Bai 
put yourself in my place, Were Roy your 600, 
would you care for bim to marry a gir! whore 
mother was an———” 

“Silence! I loved har, and abt least for her 
innocent child’s sake leave her sin unspoken. 1a 
my blindness I belleved that the old saylog, 
‘like mother, like daughter,’ would be again 
verified, bot I am ashamed now that I could 
harbour any suspicion of one so good, 50 pure ae 
my Yolande, Do ycu wonder that I am dis 
courteous to you! that all my manhood rises in 
bitter protest against you!” 

"No,I don’t,” Sir John answered, frankly ; 
“io is very natural, The girl is as good se she is 
beautiful, 1 think she could not lie, and would 
not lend herself to any deceit, And in sendlog 
for you I bad a purpose, Strong, I will no 
longer oppose Roy’s marriage, Give me pen and 
paper, and I'll write the young dog to come 
home. I want my aon,” and here his voice 
faltered, But, ashamed of See he — 

uickly, ‘‘Don’t tell the jade ve co 
to my samen I. want to give hera pleasant 
aurprise,’’ 

He wrote « few words hastily, and then tard- 
ing to Mr, Strong, said,— 
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. 


Read this, and tell me {f It sults you :— 


“' Qome home at once, Roy ; I am tired of our 
estrangement, You may marry a8 sweep’s 
daaghter {f you like, go long as you celebrate the 
ceremony {n England,’” 


Strong smiled, ; 

“Jo has one merit: {t ls very lacid.” 

The elder man glanced shamefacedly at him. 

‘‘ Will you shake hands }” 

“With all my heart. You have made me 
eterually your debtor.” 

After Sir John began to mend rapidly, and 
bis manner towards Yolande grew so tender and 
courteous that, against her the girl began to 
regard him with affection. , 

Sometimes he was tempted to tell her of 
Roy's coming when he saw how pale and slender 
abe had grown, but always he checked the 


impulee. 

*T' give her # grand surprise,” he thought ; 
“and Roy must be well on his way home.” 

Yes, each day brought the young man nearer 
to his native land, but not at all in obedience to 
Sir John’s summons, which, Indeed, he had never 
received, having started for Eogland on receipt 
of Mr. Strong's letter. 

“She shall not ruin her life and mine,” he 
shonght. ‘'My beautiful darling! could you 
think so poorly of me as to fancy I would take 
my freedom 1?” 

He was very confident that he should win her 
to Nsten to his prayer, and, in consequence, was 
eo lighthearted, so fall of life, so ready to hel 
one and all that he was speedily a favourite wit 
both pai and crew. 

The wild free life of the past three years 
had brought into force all his nobler qualitiss, 
antil in frank bronzed face one read courage 
and determination, as well as good nature, 

He was broader and more manly, too, in 
cogs his voloe was hearty and resolute, 
and his whole frame seemed Instinct with strong, 
jubflant Ufe, 

4 lover to be proud of? Ah, yes, for since 
first he looked on Yolande’s sweet face no other 
woman had claimed « thought from him, and 
for parity of morals he was 8 very Galahad. 

* 


Str John Amory sat alone in the smoking- 
room of Amory Hall, He leaned bis head upon 
his hand, and gazed moodily into the fire. 

‘Can anythiog have happened to him!” he 
thought. ‘It is strange I have had no reply, 
Will he come without writing, or fe he too angry 
with mae to forgive me?” 


will consent to resign Yolande, I¢ does not, 
Kaowing all her goodness, all her worth, I will 
go to her and never leave her until I have wrung 
& promise from her to marry me at once, 
Father, I loved, and love you; but she is first, 
For her I am willing to give up all, home, 
country, friends——” 

“Stay, Roy! Why should you give ap 
every shing ¢ Marry her if you will, but do not 
leave me,’ 

Roy looked dazed. 

“Do you mean that, at last, you consent ?” 
he asked, 

© Yea, yes. Don't humble the old man any 
more, my boy; he Iz heartily ashamed of his 
pig-headednees.” And something like a sob 
shook Sir John’s voice as his son caught and 
clasped his hand close fn his own. And surely ft 
was no shame to Roy that his blue eyes were 
dimmed with sudden tears. 

“* Sit down, boy |". sald the father, when each 
had mastered bis emotion. ‘'S!t down and let me 
explain things to you. You know the morning 
before I met with my accident ({t has lamed me 
for life) I went to Stowe, anc saw that poor girl 
alone, I was very hard with her, believing she 
knew her mother’s ahamefal story, and was 
anxious to shelter herself under our auclent 
and honourable name, I bade her think of 
the stain upon her, and then realised for 
the first time that she was really ignorant of the 


story. 

"Well, I was brute enough to tell {tb her in the 
bluntest way powible. I shall never forget the 
look she turned on me; and angry as I was 
with her for having won your affections, I felt 
very guilty and uncomfortable as I went from 
the Manor, 

‘Then came my accident, and Strong did 
violence to his own feelings when he received 
me {nto his house, She (your Rose of May) 
nursed me with untiring kindness, but made no 
attempt to win my favour ; showed me no mors 
attention than she gave the poor little maid fa 
the adjoiniog room, And I can assure you I was 
very trying. Ip'agued her in every imaginable, 
way, and tried to imagine faulte where there 
were none, 

“To the last I never told her I regretted my 
conduct, that I hed written you to come home 
and marry the woman of your choice. Roy, 
cau you ever forgive ms! Perhaps, when you 
remember that ali I did was (as I bellevad) for 

weifare, you will nob find it so very 


** Daar father, let there be no talk of forgive- 
ness between us,” Roy ans , eagerly. “TI 
was {n fault too, I remember some very bitter 
words I said at our last meeting, and I guess fb 
fs a cave of ‘pob and kettle.’ Suppose we agree 
to the past, never bp word or look to rake 
{t up.” And he stretched out his hand once 
more, 

The next morning, when father and son sat 
together at breakfast, the former said ,— 

“TI guppose you will be off to Stowe by the 
eleven. fifteen morning *” 

** Yes, if you can om me, I confess I shall 
know no peace until [ have seen Yolands.” 

Sir John sighed, 

"Tex nothing else, It is only natural 
you should be all esgerness to mest her, but {t Is 


- | natural, too, for me to feel some envy of her 


bent upon him, they were full of and 

condemnation a bf eas 
The old man stretched out his hand. 

Br fof " be faltered, “ haven't you a word 
The handsome face changed and softened. 

an did not attempt to take his father’s 


_ “Father,” he sald, “You think that my 
coming means I give in to your wishes, that I 





great good fortune. You see, she has taken my 
place, and {fs first with you now.” 

© Tt is an experience most fathers get,” gently ; 
" but you must remember there will be two to 
care for you now in lieu of one, Yolande will 


——— be easily appeased, but eaally won by 


your é 
‘*T hope so, Well, well; boy, you have waited 
long enough for your bride, I will not keep you 


Ac hour later, Roy looked {nto his father’s 


room. 

“I'm off now, dad! Wish me good luck,” 
with a happy leugb. ‘If all goes well—and I 
feel {t will—I shall be with you again In a couple 
of days, and shall not come alons. I'll on 
Strong and that pretty old maid to share our 
journey, and we'll have « splendid house-warming. 
Good-bye,” and so he was gone. 





He walked to the station, which was but three 
ralnutes’ journey from Amory Hall, and folks 
turned to look at the tall, strong figure, the 
happy, honest face, 

A great many did aot recognise him as he 
swung by, and he was too much engrossed with 
his own thoughts to care who came or went, 
The words of a poem he bad read long ago rang 
through his brain. 


* 4A girl with eager eyes and yellow hair 
Waits me there, 
In the turret whence the charloteers oxught soul 


For the goal, 
When the King looked where she looks now, 
Breathlees, dureb, 
Till | come.” 


" When I do come she will speak not, sho will stand 
Bither hand. 
On my a give hor eyes the firat embrace 


ace, 
Ere we rush, ere we extinguish sighfand speech, 
Each on each.’ 


Oounted by miles, the journey from Amo 
Hall to Stowe was a mere bagatelle, bub by h 
heart’s impatience {t exceeded in lergth even his 
voysge to the Antipodes, 

The train stopped at every station, and it 
seemed to Roy would never go on again, His 
fellow-passengers regarded him curiously and 
amusedly ; such impatience pointed him ont to 
them as a probable bridegroom. 

Bat to thelr disappointment no fafr-faced giri 
met him on the little platform at Stowe, and, 
Indeed, no one appeared to recognize him. 80 
he swung out of the station, and one lady 
remarked to another, — 

“What a splendid-looking young fellow! I 
wonder who he is!” 

* And what his errand,” laughed the other, 
‘*He didn’t appear anztous enough for an un- 
declared sultor, He ls probably on a visit to his 
lady love.” 

Roy walked quickly along the high road, and 
came at laat to the borders of Stowe Park. The 
hedges were carefally trimmed now, the fences 
unbroken ; a herd of deer ecudded across the 
graces as be swang open the gate and entered. 

He was at once accosted by Mead, and having 
informed him his orrand was to Mies Strong 
was allowed to pass on, up the broad drive, now 
so carefully kept, and through ths still fragrant 
gardeur. 

A solemn fanctionary adraftted him and led 
him to one of Yolande’s recepifon-roome, through 
the wladows of which he conid see the Rosery. 

And there, her hands full of the last roses of 
the year, walked Yolande, talking to hor father. 

He grew sick and faint with sudden excess of 
joy ; bis face went white asa frightened woman's, 
and his heart beat so loudly {t seemed to ocho 
through the room. By « fierce effort he con- 

uered his emotion, and stepplog through a 
rench window, softly spoke one word,— 

* Yolande,” 

She stood guite still (while Mr. Strong dis- 
creetly retired), and her eyes were fall of « great, 
unepeakable gladuess, She could not move, she 
could not speak ; she only felt be had returned 
to her, that neither time nor her own sad story, 
not even the fact that sbe had given him his free- 
dom, could quench the love be bore her. 

“What, not a word, sweetheart!’ he said, 
amiling down at her, ‘‘20t one little word? 
Oh! foollah girl, to believe I would take my 

ora,” 

He drew her into the house, and folding her to 
hia loyal hear’, kiesed ber again and again In a 
passion of love. 

*'Oh, Roy ! Roy!” she whispered, in a breath- 
leas way, “is it really yon} I can hardly belleve 
the evidence of my own eyesight. Ob, love! 
love! this is too good to be true. I shall wake 
and find--—" 

‘*Me a shadow,” with a joyous langh, “and 
such a substantial one, too! Stand back, sweet- 
heart, and let me look well at you. How pule 
you have grown, you poor, sweet Rose of May ! 
What a concelted fellow I shall be, for of course 
pallor and the shadow I saw on your beauty 
were alike for me,” 

Then-—-well then, there followed the uanal 
low-toned converse, explanations, caresses, and 




















w= 


a 
ess A. 


Oo 9 


9 


Eas Smet _- 


p Poe” “em hs 5 


TR: 


402 





THE LONDON READER, 


Feb. 8, 1£00, 








mutual promises of constancy, aud they started 
apart very guiltily when Mc, Strong entered the 
room, 

s * * * 

It wanted bat a few days to Yolande’s wed- 
ding, and Mies Rance sat alone in the breakfasb 
room; her face was very sad, and her pretty 
eves were heavy with unshed tears. 

‘When she Is gons I must go too, No ons 
will want me then ; there will be nothing for me 
to do, no reason way I should stay,’ and she 
sighed as she epoke, 

“Wrong, wrong, all wrong, Ada,” eaid Rolf 
Strong's voice, and he came and stood beaide her, 
“Woen Yolande is gone I shall need you more 
than ever I did, and {t will be your duty (es I 
know it will be your pleasure) to do those Httle 
things for me she has been wgut todo, There fs 
& great reason why you should stay. I want you 
for my wife. I will not say I love y.01 as I loved 
her who shall henceforth be nameless, bud I 
esteem you, I have a great avd true affection for 
you. Ada, will you stay-) Woli you trast me!’ 

She turned to him with a pretty gesture. 

“Rol€! Rolf!” she ssid, and clung about 
hic, weepiog for very joy. 

At last the faithful love of so many weary 
years had met its reward. 

+ * o . a 


3» there were two weddings in liew of one, 
and Yolande dressed her father’s bride, despite 
all her remonstrances, 

” He will be proud of you.” she sald, gently, 
aud kfesed Ada’s cheek. “ You are so pretty.” 

And indeed she was, despite the rapidly 
whitening hafr and the lidtle farrows on the onca 
emooth brow. 

Sie John Amory lived mauy years after his 
son's marrisge—tIived to be plagued and {dolised 
by his son's children, i!ved to learn all the depth 
and sweetness of a daughter's lova; aud when at 
last they laid him to rest no one mourned him 
more sincerely than ehe who had once been his 
pete n Te, 
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TE HEIRESS OF BEAUDESERT. 


CHAPTER VY. 
AN EAGER SEARCH, 


“TY can't find Lady Valerie anywhere,” sald 
Rox Verreker, as ha met Lord Bzaudezert fn a 
doorway, 4 

*' Let us suppose thatsomeone elee has besn more 
fortunate,” sald the Earl, with a smile, “I am 
afraid that slis must be staying too long in the 
garden, and neglecting her guests. And yet 
that {s not like her. D» you think Datatree is 
with her?” 

“Nos; he fe talking to Miss Springold. I 
rathar fancy that Colonel Darrell must have 
fodaced her to go out with him.” 

“Not likely shaking his head decilded)y— 
“the fellow fs an utter stranger to her, and 
between you snd me she took ths reveras of 
s faucyto him, Ask Miss Beck; she’s sure to 
kaow.” 

Miss Beck, on being coneulted, sald she had 
besa wonderlog for the Iast half-hour what 
had becoms of Lady Vualerle, never having 
seen her siuce the second waltz after sopper, 
when she was danciag with Mr. Verreker 
himself, 

“You don't think the dear girl can have 
slipped away to bed?” 

“No I've seen her maid, and she says that 
she has not gone upstaira.”’ 

* Dear, dear! what can have become of her?” 

—in growing alarm. ‘'Sre fs not a filrt, like 
most young ladles of the present day, or else we 
might think she was amusing herself In a 
corner, but Valerfe would never do such « thing 
as that,” 

‘Do you happen to know where COuvlonel 
Darrell {e—the man with the white face and 
black hair?” 





A look of 
shrivelled face, 

“Yee; I saw him 
where.” 

"Try to 
eagerness. 

‘I think f. was in the garden ”—acrewing up 
her eyes as if to asise her memory. “ Yes; I 
went ond for s few minutes for so breath of afr 
with Mrs, Winter, aud I saw him standing jast 
outside the conservatory door.” 

“*T knew it! ’’ exclaimed Verreker, abruptly. 
* Miles Back, is there apy man about the plecs 
whom you could trust implicitly, as you would 
your own fatber 1” 

** Yes, Beaumont,” she answered, promptly ; 
“but why do youask }” 

“Send him down the garden after me, toward 
the left” —thinking deep'y ; ‘and Ifbe has got 
such a thing as a lantern, he had better bring 
ft with him ; but mind, not a word to anyone.” 

‘\Bat-wwhat has happened? You must tell 
me!” shaking with-new-born anxiety. é 

“ Nothiog that I know of,’ with a cheerful aod; 
“ only I am going to see for myself.’ 

Bsfore she could ask another question he was 
gone, aud the poor old mafd was left to palpitaie, 
uot exactly alone, for about five hundred people 
were gathered in the ballroom, but still without 
the possibility of confiding her vague alarms to 
any other bosom beside her own, She would 
have collapsed entirely if she had not been obliged 
to seek out Beaumont and tell him, in as-matter- 
of-fact a tone as possible, that he was to inke a 
lantern into the garden, and look for Mr, 
Verreker. 

Bat surely, ma'am,” objected the valet, 
‘* Mr, Verreker can take care of himself, and I 
am particularly bury.” 

“I darssay you are busy, Boaumont, bud I 
think you might put anything and everything on 
one side for tha sake of your young mistrese,” 
with gentle reprosch, 

** Bat Mr, Verreker isn’t the sameas my lady ; 
I don’t understand, ma’am.” 

"No more do I; but, ob, dear! for goodness 
sake be quick, I don’s know what might bs 
happening to her,” tapping the table with ber 
old-fashioned fan {n the extremity of . her im- 


surprise crossed Miss Back’s 


somewhere—I forget 


remember” — with suppressed 


atlence, 

“Good Lord, ma’am,” bis chin falling In 
dismay ; ‘‘'you don’) mean to say that there's 
anything wrong with my lady ?” 

*‘No, no, I never said there was; but,” 
healtativg'y, ‘f I can’t say there ten’t.”’ 

Ths valet, a short msn, with an Intelligent 
face, and fair whiskers, shot a shrewd glance at 
the elderly lady, and said, respsetfally— 

“Taen I'm to take a lantern and look for 
Mr. Verreker, who probably won’s want to be 
found!” 

" Bat he told me to send you. Ob, Beaumont, 
I must trust you,” claspiog her thin hands 
together, “We can’t find Lady Valerle, and 
we're afrald that a horrid man, Colonel Darrell, 
haz got hold of her!” 

"Vit be after her like am shot, ma’am,” 
sald Beaumont, hurrying to the door; “ but 
her ladyship has plenty of spirit, and she'll 
s00n vend him about bis buelness if he annoys 
her |’ 

“Of course she would!” murmured Miss 
Beck to herself. ‘‘ As to that young Verreker, 
Iean’t understand him. I was a goose to be 
frightened,’ sud she returned to the drawing- 
room somewhat consoled by her reflections. 

Bat when half-an-hour passed away and there 
was no sign of either Lady Valerie or Verreker, 
the old maid’s anxlety resurned, and sbe could 
searcely retala her composure. 

Mites Springold came up. to her leaniog on Lord 
Marshall's arm, and begged her to give her love 
avd say good-bye to Lady Valorfe, as abe could 
nop walt for her any longer, adding with a 
mischievous smile: ‘' Don’t let her make 
Mr, Verreker forget that he is engaged to ua for 
to-morrow,” 

“Mr, Verreker's memory Is fo his own charge, 
and Lady Valerie will have no wish to Interfere 
with it,” and Mies Reck drew herself up stifit;, 
for ehe disapproved highly of the pretty livtle 
coquette, 





"Then I wish she wouldn’t keep him out In 
the garden for half the evening,” with a allvery 
laugh. 

"I only with she had,” sald Miss Beck, incaw. 
tlously ; “for then, at least, I should know that 
she was in safe hands.” 

“*T hope there Is no doubt as to that,” sald 
Lord Marshall, quickly. 

Miss Breck gave him a glance, fa which her 
trouble aud anxiety were plainly betrayed, but 
she tried to anewer carelessly,— 

"No, of course net ; only I am so afrald tha: 
she Is tirlog herself.” 

Miss Springold wished her good-bye and 
turned away, because she had caught sight of 
her father in the doorway. 

Lord Marsball put on her soft white wrapper 
and handed her {into the carriage, then came back 
in pureult of Mies Beck. 

He found her standing at a window, locklog 
ont with eager eyes at the gardens. 

She iald her thin hand timidly on hfs arm, and 
the colour rose in her withered cheeke. 

“Do you know anything against Culone! 
Darrell ?” 

‘* That's an odd question,” with a short lnugd. 
"D> you kuow that the fellow’s supposed to be 
my friend?” 

"Yes ; but you mayn’t be fond of him.” 

"No reason why I should tell tales, Come 
Miss Beck, what do you take me for?” 

“Ob, never mind,” shaking her head {m- 
patiently ; “only tell me, would you think him 
a safe friend for a young innocent} girl?” 

"Safel No. I could never say he was that.” 

“T knew ft,’ with a-groan. ‘*Then go after 
him, ff you're a Christian; he’s in the garden 
somewhere, and bring him away, or send him 
off.’ 

‘Bub, my dear lady, 1 can’t warn-him off like 
a bobby. He won't contaminate the roses 1” 

“Oh, how doll you are! Didn't I tell’ you 
that Lady Valerfe was with bim !” 

“No, you never sald a word about: f%,"" Jangh- 
ing good-humourediy, ‘‘My partner's gone 
away, #0 I'll go and interrupt the flirtation.” 

He ped out on to the terrace;-and saub- 
tered lelsurely towards the steps whicti led on to 
the upper lawn, wondering what ‘' devil's work ” 
his quondam friend was up to, 

Tae ball was’ nearly over, and, as is often the 
cage, an old favourite waltz was asked for ab the 
end, and the band struck up “‘Sweethearte?”’— 


“ Love tor a day, a week, a year ; 
But, alas, for the love that loves alway,” 


The words rang in Rex Verreker’s head as’ be 
atrode ewiltly along the emooth gravel pathy. 

Waa It the love “ that lives alway’ which made 
the blood ran so tumultuously through his veins 
at the thought of Lady Valerie in the power of 
that mysterfous man!—or was it only the old 
felondship and tenderness which he had felt two 
years ago for the pretty little girl, who was the 
only child of hie friend t 

He did not know ; he could only hope’ that be 
was not such a desperate fool as to fix his beat 
on the heiress of Beaudesert—as well ery for the 
moon, or ask for the hand of an Eaiprees. 

No, he did not love her, but he was resolved tc 
protect her, to stand between her and that other 
man who, if he had wealth and many olfor 
worldly advantages; would. yet briog* ber, 
assuredly, a marriage: portion of wee, : 

Where was she? 

He etood atlil, ancertala in which direction to 
proceed, and perceived Beaumont ata little dis 
tance with a dark lantern in his hand. j 

He beckoned to him to come nearer, and the two 
men held a brief consultation, ‘ 

‘+3 be bas taken her through the gate that 
would mean resi mischief, and my lady woul? 
never give in to that,” objected the valet. 

“No, but he might makevher,” said Rex to 
himcelf, as be turned away with an Inmpaiicn) 
sigh. '* Well, you think there ie more chance 


cf finding them on the slopes. Then you had 
better take the lower walk, and I the upper.” 
‘As you please; alr,” waiting for Verreker to 
lead the way. 1 : 
Valerie’s fate hady fn the balance whilét lt: 
heaitsted, some inatinct telling him, ageinet ble 
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better reason, that she had passed through either 
of her own free will, or againet ft, 

Beaumont, in a fidget about his miatress, 
eacrificed politenest and waiked away. 

Rex gave & lash searchiog glance ab the wealth 
of flowers all around, as If Lady Valerie were a 
rouaway child, espable of hiding behind a roue- 
busb, and then he turned away, and to any angel 
who might be watching {b eeemed as If the giri's 
last hops had gone, 

Bat, providentially, as he turned, bis foot 
sirudk against something In the path, and, 
stooping to see What It was, he picked up the 
diamond etar which he had last seen twinkling 
amongst her stuny brown curls, 

With asadden Impulae Le kissed It passfonately, 
then drew a deep breath, 

A terror.camaover him as it flashed acrosa him, 
if che star had fallen from her head she must 
have stood where he was standing, and that was 
close to the gate into the park. 

It she b ded $0 that man’s persuasions, 
where waa she now f 

He wade asign to Beaumont, and, showing 
him what he had found; said they bad batter try 
the wood fret, " 

Taey separated, taking different pathe, each a 
prey to engrossing anxiety, which they would 
not betray to one another. 

Although It was daylight fn the open, under 
the treea it was ag dark as night’; and Bsaumont, 
in order to discover the patb, had often to make 
use of his lauterm, He did so with the ntmost 
caution, takfog care to shield ft so that Its rays 
should not’ be seen by anyone ia front} but bie 
heart nearly leapt Into his mouth when Ite light 
fell on a fregment of white lace’ caught on a 
briar. He stared at it tntently, then hastened 
after Verreker, 

** Ts looks almost as if she had been dragged,” 
he sald, fa a voice hoarse with rage. 

Verreker nodded, and muttered a curee be- 
tween his teeth, aa be returned to the path which 
Beaumont had j isd quitted, for it was evidently 
on the right track, ‘ 

" Lst me only catch him!” he murmured, as 
he clenched his. fist, aad hurried on, stumbling 
over roots and tangled etems in hot haste, pray- 
ing to Heaven that he might not be too late, for 
he recollected that the statfon was close at hand, 
and, like a revelatiov, {6 flashed across him that 
Darrell t to carry his victim off by traia, 

“Oh! Heaven, if 1 come too late!” 

A -gimmer of daylight breaking through the 
tress, something white crouchlog down by the 
stile+a hoarse cry came from bis fevered lips, 
and he crashed through the briara like.a tiger 
bounding: on“ite prey, only Rex Verreker had 
come, not to dectroy, but to save ! 


CHAPTER VI. 
LOVE AUAINST FATE, 


** LaDy VaLerir f” ° 

Panting and breathless he stood before her, 
seareely knowing what to say or do, as she sat 
on the lowest step of the atile, her pale face 
raited to his with a -kind of dreamy eagernéss In 
her eyes, like those of one who is roused from 
— drugged ‘sleep by the voice of him she 
oves, 


Her beautiful dresa wae sil draggled and 
spotl®, the roses withered or fallen, and over her 
head years ‘might have pissed with thelr burden 
of care and sorrow, 8o great was the change since 
the evening of the day before, 

What are you doing hore?” he sald, gently, 
whilet Bsaumont walted ‘discreetly under the 
shadow of the trees, ready for any emergency 
that might offer, “Your father hae been asking 
for you, aud I've come to fétch you.” 

She ratsed her hands, ad if asking bim to take 
her, but her Hpe were dumb. 

“he gestate went to his heart, in Ita childish 
®ppeal for help, avd stooping low he raised the 
Nttie hands to his Hps, 

A quiver ran through her frame, a slight tinge 
e plok returned to her cheeks, and staggering 
to her feet she clung to his arm, 

He looked down upon ber with all the pas- 





slonate tenderness of his heart shining from hie 
blae eyss. What has cowed the brave young 
spirit? what had become of the pride and the 
reserve which had kept the warmest admirers 
ata distance! Instinctively he knew thai he 
raight take her to himself, and make her his own 
for ever, One kies on those trembling lips, and 
Valerie de Montfort would never draw back from 
the pledge that it Implied ; but the honour of a 
trae gentleman raleed « barrier between them, 
and {t was with the utmost respect that he drew 
her hand through his arm. 

* We must make haste,” he said softly. “ Can 
you walk, or may I carry you?” 

Bhe looked back over her shoulder, her eyes 
wide with terror, whilet her grasp tightened on 
his arm. 

He followed the direction ef her eyes, and saw 
Colonel Darrell with folded arms leautog on the 
top cf the stile, 

At the elght of him he felb haif choked wlth 
rage, butior the sake of Lady Valerle hoe strove 
hie best to be calm. 

“You shall answer for this, ‘sfr,” 
hoarsely. 

‘Answer for what!” with a cold smile, 
" Considerlog you are a perfect stranger, you are 
talking rather oddly.” 

“ Oddly or not, I mean what I eay. My name 
ts Rex Verreker, and you will fiad me ab the 
Castle ff you want me,” 

‘Teako me away,” and Lady Valerie, 
thaking from head to foot, hid her face on his 
coat. 

‘*T will at once,” his expreasion sofsentng. 

*'Stay !’’ sald Colonel Darreil, imperiously. 
“Lady Valerle came here unasked, and the 
shall decide for hereelf if she wiil go with you 
or me,” 

Verreker’s ilp curled disdainfully. 

“Do you think she would ‘hesitate for a 
moment i” 

“Stand back, and let her decide for herseif.” 

" She baa decided, and asked me to take her.” 

** Let her stand alone, or I shall think you pre- 
tend to more certainty than you feol,” wlth an 
evil stualle. 

Determiaed to prove that Valerie could have 
no feeling for Darrell except dieguet, Verreker 
gently culoosed her clinging fingers, and etood 
back as desired. : 

Darrell folded bis arms and sald nothing, but 
bent the whole force of hls mysterious eyes upon 
the girl’s trembling igure, 

Verreker watched her with drawa breath, 

Siowly she ralaed her drooping head, and made 
a step forward, not towards him, bab towards 
Darrell! Her face was deathly pale, her chest 
heaving, and one hand was prested to her heart. 
Evidently her mind was tortured, and her will 
kept in eutjection by one that was atror gsr than 

own. 

Beaumont had drawn nearer, attracted by over- 
whelming curiosity. He looked from one to the 
other, saw Verreker frowning and Darrell smiling, 
while his young mistress hovered between the 
two! What could be the megning of it all he was 
at a loss to imagine, but he was ready to lnterfers 
ata montént’s notice If he made oud anything 
against his master’s Interest, 

All eyes were fixed upon the slender girileh 
Ggare standing with rvfliéd bafr and anatous, 
dreamy eyes in the light of the early morn- 
icg. ‘ Another step, and she was nearer still to 
Darreli. 

He sprang over the atile, and stood with open 
arms, as if ready to receive her. 

Slowly she came towards him, hesitating every 
now and then as if there were some other fu- 
fiaence at work, which haif restralued his power, 
but gradually drawing nearer til abe was almost 
in his arms. 

Then Verreker, balf mad with rage, eprang 
forward and placed bimeelf before ber. 

Darrell shouted, — 

*'Unfair! You have troken the conditions !” 

Bat Verreker did not heed him. 

Valerie stopped short with a llttle cry, then 
fell forward in a dead faint, 

Rex caught her to his breast, and then, with a 
sob in his throat, lifted her in his strong arme 
and carried her off to the shelter of the trees, 


he sald 





Darrell followed, fn spite of Beaumont’s efforts 
to detain him. 

Valerie Jay like a broken Miy on the grass, her 
head ewpported by Verroker's choulder. 

He wiped the teardrops off her coft white 
cheeks with his own pocket-handkerchief, his 
heart nearly bursting with rage and love, whilet 
Colonel Darrell looked down on the pair with his 
cold, sardonic smile. 

"You are fighting agsinst fate,” 
gravely. ° 

‘Fate be hanged!” was the scornful answer. 
‘A man makes his own life, and fate hae nothing 
to do with ib,” 

* Was ft chance that brought me here yester- 
day evening!” 

“Chance or Providence, and I don’t think 
you’vs much to do with the latter.” 

“TI class the two together and ecail them fate ; 
and so will you wheo you stand at the altar 
without s bride, when you call for Lady Valerie 
and she will not answer, when you look for her 
high and low, only to fiad her at last under my 
roof.’ 

Verreker iald the girl's head softly on a bed 
of moss ; then epringing to his feet rushed at 
Darrell with clenched fists, Colonel Darrell 
parried the assault, and tried to keep his 
assailant ad a distance ; bub Verreker, wild with 
rage at the insult to Lady Valerie, meant to do 
him some bodi’y harm, and closed with him at 
once, 

The two meu swayed backwards and forwards. 
Beaumont, who was now kneeling beside bis 
young mistress, bubenjoying thesicut immensely, 
gave vent every now and then to words of 
encouragement, and involuntarliy uttered s shout 
of joy when Darrell came witha heavy crash on 
the grass, ® ' 

“Now,” sald Verreker, standing over him with 
heaving chest, ‘‘ will you have the goodness to 
apologise for what you have said?” 

Darrell picked himself up slowly, and wiped 
the blood from his forehead before answerlog. 

* No,” he said, doggedly, "I won't withdraw a 
word of fb, for {t waa all true |” 

“It isa lie,and you know It!” with flashing 
eyes. 

mr You have bsaten me, and so you think you 
have right to Inault me; bat fight me with my 
own weapone——--” 

“ What's all thie?” exclaimed a cheery voice 
and Lord Marshall stepped forward, an astonished 
epectator of the scene. “‘’Pon my soul, I belleve 
you were meditating a melodramic meeting with 
pletols for two and brandy for four, Ha, hal 
Darrell, my dear fellow, you can’t try your 
favourite game over here. Common sense and 
an Eoglish jury won’t stand it.” 

“Ali Tecan say is that, common sense and an 
Eogilsh jury notwithstanding, I am ready if he 
wante me,” sald Verreker, havghtily. 

Then he turned his back on Durrell, and kneel- 
fog down by Valerie, asked her gently if ehe 
thought she could walk. 

To his delight she said, softly,— 

'* Yes, ff you will take me,” 

He helped her to rise, then gave her hie arm, 
motioned to Beaumont to keep close, and, taking 
no notice of the others, led her slowly through 
the wood, 

Darrell looked up, saw that she was gone, and 
hurried in pursuit, 

** Valerie,” he eald, hoareely, asshe planted 
himeelf in the middle of the path, ‘you are 
mine to-day—you are aine for ever, . Whenever 
I call you, you must come.” 

The poor girl ehook as if with sudden palsy, 
and her knees knocked together ; but before 
Verreker could speak a word Lord Marshall ran 
up, aad lald bie hand on Darrell’s arm, 

"Don’t be a brute! Try avy nonsense on 
Lady Valerie de Montford, and I will make 
Kogland too how to hold you, Lady Valerie, 
make yourself quite happy; he will uever 


he sald, 


bother you again.” 

“ Never!” her lovely eyes raised to his in the 
most fervent entreaty. 

* Nevor 1!” Take toy word for it.” 

‘And mine, too,” esi1 Verreker, eagerly. 
‘He shall not come near you as long os there's 
breath tn my body,” 
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“‘ Lady Valerie, these gentlemen are very ready 
to answer for me, but Louls Darrell ic In the 
habit of acting for himself. Whatever they say, 
we shall meet again ; and whilst I am away from 
you you will see me ia your dreams. Good-bye 
for the present,” 

With a low bow and « sinister smile he disap- 
peared Into the wood ; and Lady Valerie for 
the second time lay a motionless figure in Rex 
Verreker’s arme, with a pitiful expression of 
terror on her white face. 


a 


CHAPTER VIL 
WHAT DID IT COME FROM? 


CONSTERNATION spread through the whole 
county of Biankshire when it was announced in 


the local journal that the Lady Valerie de Mont- ' 


ford, only daughter of the Earl of Beaudesert, 
was at death’s door, 

Carriage after carriage drove up to the castle 
fall of anxfous ingufrers after the heiress of 
Beaudesert’s health, and nearly all went away in 
sorrow and dismay to find that the report was 
no worse than the truth ; for the widower’s only 
chilid—the one sunbeam of his shadowed life 
oe down*by a terrible fever of the 


“ Brain-fever!” exclaimed the Marchioness of 
Dalutree, '‘ Why, the child has never had a care 
{n ber life} These country practitioners always 
like to have s grand name fur every disease. I 
daresay {3 is nothing worse than an attack of 
measles, caught from a chill the other night. In 
my time it was not considered the proper thing 
for the mistress of the house on the uight of a 
ball to pass half the night in the garden!” 

**] should have seen no harm in It,” objected 
her sop, ‘'if she had allowed me to be her com- 
panion.” 

Then he pulled hie straw-coloured moustaches 
and sauntered off to the stables to have a look at 
his horsee, wondering If Fiossle Springold meant 
what che sald when she told him that strength,and 
not beauty, was the quality she most admired in 
a man, and thinking every now and then, with a 
touch of pity, of the gentle girl with the wistfal 
eyce, whe had dared to prefer a simple com- 
moner to a marquis with a rent-roll of hali-a- 
miliion. 

Tt was always the case—thoes whom he most 
admired would have nothing to say to him, 
while those whom he appreciated lese had too 
much, 

Nature had given him a short, uogainly form, 
® plato face, gad a heart that was worth ite welght 
in gold. 

Fiossie Springeld would be content to take 
possession of it for the sake of those princeiy 
revenues, bat she would be sure to do her best 
— it, being totally unable to guess its real 
valae, 

Even now, as ebe lay in a graceful attitude on 
the sofa in her little boudoir at Scarsdale Park, 
waiting for R-x Verreker to keep his promise, 
she was woudering what her fatber,Colone! Spria- 
gold, would say to the idea of his little daughter 
carrying off the best match in the county. 

What s triumph she would have over all her 
girlish contemporaries! One had married a 
country doctor, and settled down contentedly 
into lasignificance ; another thought herself quite 
& swell becanse her husband was a Baronet, and 
a third had thrown ont hinte that one day, not 
very far distant, there was every chance of her 
becowing a Viscountess. 

As Marchioness of Daintree she would far out- 
abine them all, and any one of them would be 
delighted, to spite of past filrtationa, to call her 
her dearest friend, 

Shs lay back on the cushion, her pale gold hair 
contrasting well with the dark blue velvet, and 
fancied herself In a long train of satin and lace, 
with a plume of feathers and a diamond coronat, 
ontehining all the other ladies at the Q.een’s 
drawing-room, or else standing In one of the 
beautifal reception-rooms at Daintree Hall, with 
the Marquie by her elde, and a crowd of briiliant 
guests paesing before her, 

Har heart throbbed with excitement and gra- 





tified vanity, but the next moment her eye fell 
on the dai -card lying on her lap, She saw 
the R. V. insoribed In a well-known hand against 
one of the best walizes, and she knew that In 
spite of riches and splendour she would never 
have any happiness unless both were shared by 
Rex Verreker. And the faithless creature had 
forgotten his promise ! 

No doubt he was flirting with that precions 
little fool, Lady Valerie, s girl who had countless 
advantages, and did not know how to make use 
of one of them, She had lovely eyes, bub had 
not learnt their power; she had a position as 
high as anyone else's in the whole county, yet 
ahe made her friends amongst the most insigui- 
ficant people around her; she had exquisite 
jewels, and Jeft them fn her dreasing- case, 

* Poor child!” she sald to herself, with a 
curliug lip; “she is so absardlg fnnocent. I 
can’t think what Rex can find to sag to hee. If 
he ventured to talk as he does to me I feucy 
those large eyes would oper, sad the senver- 
sation collapse, I wish the wretch would eome, 
aud not keep me waiting all the sftermoon, ’ 

The door opened, and she booked ap with 
eager eyes; but instead of her ows pertheular 
friend, her father came ms, with a very grave 
fi 


ace. 

“What Ia the matter!” she eaelsimed, in 
alarm. “ Nothing wrong with the horses ” 

“No, they're all right,” with a slight smile, 
for he knew his daoghter’s weakness; “but I’ve 
been shocked to hear that Lady Valerie Js 
seriously iil.” 

‘Til! nonsense, I suppose she danced herself 
Into a headache on Taesday night. I don't 
believe she was ever at a ball before.” 

“ It's much worse than that. A sharp attack 
of brain fever, and they’ve telegraphed for Sir 
Timothy Drew from London.” 

“Good gracious!” sitting bolt upright. “I 
thought brain-fever generally came from some- 
thing.” . 

Yes, overwork or a shock; but there could 
have been neither in this case.” 

"How did you hear it?” 

“ Frors Winter, at the Bench. He was quite 
upsed ; it seeme the poor gir) is a great favourite 
of hie,” 

“TI know she is; at least, she is ridiculously 
fond of him. I must go to Beaudesert at once.” 

“Why should you go yourself? I can send 
one of the grooms with a note, Beaudesert 
won't see you, and the old lady will be too 
busy.” 


“TI most go. I wouldn’t stay away for the 
world. If I were tii I am sure you would ex- 
pect the whole county to flock to the doors,” 

“Té they came I should wish them at 
Jericho,” drawing her affectionately to him. 
‘ Poor Beaudesert! Ble has nothing but this 
ons little girl, and If anything happens to her 
what will become of him?” 

" Bat nothing will—nothing can ; {b would be 
too dreadfu). Order Binebell, there’s a good old 
dad, whilst I go and put on my habit,” 

‘* Bat you will be late for dinner!” objected 
the Oolonel, who was the very sou! of panc- 
tuality. 

"T will ride at a pace.” 

* And put yourself fn a fever, and your horse 
as wel), No, no; Ill put off the dinner for 
half-an hour, bat don’t keep me waiting.” 

Fiossie knew how to be quick when she had a 
reason for speed, and in not more than a quarter 
of an hour she was riding away from home at 4 
amart trot, followed by a groom—a trim little 
figure on her spirited bay mare, the sun shining 
on the plaits of her yellow hair. 

The summer was in all tts glory, the golden 
corn ripening with fall promise for the harvest, 
the roses blooming fu every cottage-garden, and 
there was an alr of peace and plenty wherever 
her eye chanced to wander, 

Before long sbe entered one of the park 
gates, and proceeding along the banks of the 
Wylie admired the lovely scenery on elther 
aide, 

Never had Beaudesert looked more beautiful 
than now, with the long shadows of evening cast 
across the rippling water, and the aflvery leaves 
of the beeches shining in the enn. Up the alopss 
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prevalent with the sea, Posse tite & 2/9 (con , 
times the quantity), of all Che: Sent anywhere 
on receipt of 15 or 84 stamps, by H. T. TOWLE & Co., 
Manufacturers, Dryden St., Nottingham 

Bewar- of Imttations, injurious 


and worthless 











HAVE YOU EVER TRIED 
KEATING’S LOZENCES 
FOR YOUR COUCH? 
DOR. GABRIEL, M.D.,L.R.C.P. 


writes from Routh Park, Cardiff, Sept, 28th. 
“] have now prescribed them for the 
“last S years in my hospitals and private 
 practice,and find them of great benefit. 
“T certainly and most strongly 

“ recommend them.” 


Sold everywhere in Tins 1/14 cach. 



















KEARSLEY Sioveirs? 


WIDOW WELCH S 
FEMALE PILLS 


Awarded Certificate of Morit for the cure of Irregularities 
Aa® and all Female Complaints. They have the al of 
the Medical Profession. Beware of Imitations. The only oe 
and original are in White Paper Wrappers, Boxes, ts 1 and 
0, 94., of all Chemist. 29, $d. box contains three times the pills, 
Or by pent, or 34 stamps, by the makers, C. and G. ERABS] BY, 
17, North Street, Westwinster. Sold in the Colonies. 






by the private road, where the trees met over- 
head and the sunbeams seemed to be playing »? 
bo-peep, slowly up the steep path, till she 
emerged on the broad gravel sweep in front of 
the grand portico. 

The doors were wide open, but there was & 
hushed look about the massive building, which 
had a sobering effect on Fiossie’s spirits, and 
made her sink her volce to a whisper, as the foot- 
map, stationed in the hail to answer Inquiries, 
came forward to receive her message. 

The report was nearly as bad as it could be. 
The doctor had arrived from London, and had » 
consultation with the local practitioner, The 
remedies he preacribed had had but little effect, 
and the fever was very high. 

Just as Floesie was wondering If there wers 
suything more to ask Verreker crossed the hal). 
Her heart gave a bound, and she made a sign to 
him with her riding-whip, 


He came out to her looking as pale and stage 








as if he had been sitting up for nights and daye, 
and she thought of how she had been ex 

him to walk {nto her boudolr, and langh and talk 
nonsense all the afternoon. 

He did nob look much like talking nonsense 
now, as he shook hands without 4 smile, and 
waited {no 9 listless manuer to be questioned. 

Flossie, thoroughly taken aback, became 
laconic, 

" Awful, Isn't [6 ?” 5; 

“Yes, bad for the Earl, poor fellow.” 

But she will be better to-morrow ?”* 

“ I hope a0,” 
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“Bat you think so!” her blue eyes raised 
to his in anxfous questioning. 

“ Bow can I tell?” almost fiercely, 

“ Bat what broughs it on?” 

He hesitated, and looked engrossed with a 
buckle of the reins, whilst she watched him with 
growing curloslty. 

‘Jo was her first ball, you know, and the 
excitement, or something, was too much for 


“Something was too much for her,” she 
repeated, quietly, but looking him straight fn 
the face. ‘'Of-course you had nothing to do 
with is?” 

“Of course nod,” shortly, “I never was of 
enough importancs to send a woman into a fever 
about me.” 

“Then who did 1” 

“Who? Why should it be anyone!” with an 
augry flash, ‘‘ Thie kind of thing often happens 
without 8 reason—even doctors are puzzled to 


* And what do the doctors say It carne from 1” 
her curiosity for the moment overpowering her 
compassion. 

"They are content to do their best to cure ft, 
without botherlog themselves about the why or 
the wherefore.” 

“¥fI were her father I shonld bother myself 
ns good deal ; but don’s look so augry; I om sure 
I meant no barm,” with a sudden change of 
manner, ‘'I don't know what the time iz, I 
was 60 shocked that I came off without thinking 
of 1%,” 

“Time!” drawing out bls watch ; “ half-pasb 
six. You wil) be late for dinner.” 

“Tdon’t care if Iam,” with a pout, because 
she saw that he was auxfous to get rid of her, 
‘Let me know if there le anything on earth I can 
do for them.” 

“ You are very kind. 

" Don’t thank — in bo ae yee. Is 
anyone staying besides yourself? 

“ Yeu—Marchall.” 


“Good gracious! I didn’t know he was a 
ocular friend.” 

“No more he fa; but he thought it better.’’ 

“Why, better? He can only be In the 

way.” 

“He takes care to be no nulsance tc anyone 

bot himself,” 

* Bat why shonid be do it?” with a puzzled 
alr. “It must be a nuleance for himself.” 

“ Tf 20, he doesn’t say 1t,” 

“T suppose it fs no use to ask you over to 
Scarsdale?” looking down at him with her 
sweetest emfle. 

“No, I daren’s go away. The Earl might 
want me,” 

“I should have thought he was the sort of 
man to shut himself up when he was unhappy.” 

“So he ls; but he might Ike to know 
was a friend the other side of the door.” 

“Well, good-bye. Ishall send over the first 
thing to-morrow. Perhaps you will be kind 
enough to send a message yourself, as I do not 
care to trust to a report from a servant.” 

Rex Verreker said “Certainly,” and ehe rode 
away diseatiefied with him and with everyone 
slee, only consoled by the knowledge that she 
was on the track of a mystery ; and if Valerie 
de Montford would only be kind enough to 
recover there might be some pleasure in unmask- 


ing it, 
(70 be continued.) 








THE new military motor-cycle isa terrible en- 
gine of war, The machine !s driven by an auto- 
matic petrolenm motor, and mounte a twenty- 
seven pound automatic Maxim gun, capable of 
Glecharging 600 rounds per minute while travel- 
ling along at the rate of fifteen miles an hour, 

Tr has been found that the palm caused by the 

sting of nettles is due partly to formic acid and 
partly to a chemical resembling snake- 
Our nettles are comparatively harmless; but in 
India, Jave, and elsewhere there are varieties the 
painful effects of which last weeke, and in some 
cares months, like enake-bites. 


i “Why soi” Griggs 





FACETLE, 


“Taat bed’a not long enough for me.” 
“ Well,” sald the walter, ‘‘ ye’lladd two feet to it 
when you get in,” 

"Suz refused him, as she thought that he 
would propose sgaip.” ‘And didhe?” ‘“ Yes, 
but to another girl.” 

Browne: “ Bat he has lost one leg and both 
arms. How did ehe ever come to fancy him?” 
Towne: “ Oh, he’s a remnant,” 

Srroceztt : * Do you have to be ¢xamined by 
@ physician before you jolm the Wheelmen’s 
Club!” Wheeler: “No; afterwards.” 

Buiosss: “I hear Jack Rapidde has been 
obliged to go to work at last.” Slobbs: “ No- 
thing of the kind; he’s got a Government 
position.” 

Miss Orpcrni: ‘It fs not for lack of oppor- 
tunities thas I have remained single.” Miss 
Pert: “* No, I dare say you have given the men 
plenty of chance to propose.” 

Tom: “How much did the Indies realise at 
their fancy fair?” Dick: ‘‘I haven't heard. 
But I know that when I got out I realised that I 
hadn’t a penny left.” 

Gaicas: “Tale shirt I am wearing must be 
made of some Indestructible material.” Briggs: 
: ‘I have sent {b to the 
laundry twice and it’s silll whole.” 

A MOTHER was whippivg her boy, and as she 
applied the rod she shouted, “ Will you behavet ” 
Yes,” blubbered the throbbing boy, "I will ff 
you will,’ 

Her: “And you wouldn’t begin a journey on 
Friday?” She: “ Nobme!” “I can’t ander- 
atand how yon can have any falth in such a silly 
superstition.” ‘No auperstition about it— 
Saturday’s pay-day.” 

** Guesz,” said the sweet young thing, with a 
aide glance at her victim, ‘‘are considered 
emblems of conjugal bliss in China.” "In 

” snorted the savage bachelor, promptly, 
'* why not the world over }” 

Mr. Rocxrmonam: “What! Trust my 
daughter In your care for life} Never! Why, 
to begin with, you haven’t the faintest Ides of 
the value of money.” Young Oourtleigh: "J 
haven’t, eh? What do you think I want to 
marry her for?” 

** ALAN, take this letter to the post-office, and 
here’s a penny ai 


I saw a lot of men putting letters in a place, and 
when no one was looking I slipped yours in for 
nothing 1” 

“Ei,” sald a clergyman to one of his 

ioners, whom he saw with her hair fn curl- 

-papers, "if Nature had designed your hair to 
cur), is would have curled it for you.” “ Ib ald, 
sir, when I was a child,” wae the reply; “ bat I 
euppose {> thinks now that I am old enough to 
d> it myself,” q : 

© Writ you trust me, Fanny?” he cried, pas- 
sionately, grasping her band, “ With all my 
heart, Augustus, with all my soul, aod with all 
myself,” she whispered, nestling on his manly 
bosom. “Would to goodness you were my 
tailor,” he murmured to himself, and tenderly he 
took her in his arms, 

Lapy (co Mbtle boy): ‘*‘ What are you crying 
for, my fittle man?"’ Little Boy: ‘ My fa-father 
has been beat-beailog me.” Lady: “ Well, don’t 
cry. Ali fathers have to beat their little boys at 
times. Little ~ # (yelling still more vocifer-. 
ously): “ But my father ien’s like other fa-fathers. 
He’e in « brass ba-band and bea-beats the big 
drums.” 

Ong day an Irishman, when passing through s 
street In the clty, saw in a baker's window the 
words *' Excelleut pies suld within,” and he went 
fn and bought one. He tasted it before he left 
the shop, and complained to the baker about ite 

. The baker said: “Get 
away, man, I made ples before you were born,” 
** Well,” said Pat, “this must be one of them,’’ 
and he left the shop in indignation, 





A LITTLE gir), befors going out to a tea-party 
was coached in conduct by a fond mamma. * You 
may take cake twice if it is offered you, but it 
you are asked a third time yon must say, ‘ No, 
thank you !’” On her return home she gave 
assurance that sho had remembsred and followed 
the maternal Instructions ; ‘* but,” she added, 
"the servant brought the cake to me a fourth 
time.” “And what did you say then?” t&- 
quired mamma. “Oh,” was the startling re- 
joinder, “then I thought of what paps does 
sometimes, and [ enid, ‘Take ft away, aud don’t 
bother.’”’ 

Tux propricstor cf a large millinery smporiam 
told the new window-trimmer that his salary 
would depend on hia success in making women 
look fn at the show window. In an howr the 
pavement was so crowded that the proprietor 
could not get out, ‘ What in the world havo 
you done!” he asked. ‘ Hung a piece of black 
velvet just {nalde the window.” ‘“ Why should 
all those women crowd up to look ata plese of 
black velvet?” “It makes a mirror.” Theo 
the proprietor admitted that be could not poy 
such & man & suitable salary, so he tock bir into 
the firm. 

4. musioasL society in the suburbs was golng to 
give a performance of an oratorio. The manager, 
after he bad begun to figure up the expense, bs- 
came doubtful of the soclety’s ability or wiliing- 
ness to pay all the items, After a consultation 
with the director of the chorus the latter gentle- 
man sald to the leader of the orchestra, who was 
® professional musician: “We've got to keep 
down expenses, and I thought I might get you 
to leave out the trombones. You know, they 
have only four measures in the entire oratorio, 
and ff we leave them ont we can save at least 
£2, and no one will be any the wiser.” The 
leader of the orchestra was extremely shocked. 
Assuming a tragic attitade, he exclaimed : ‘' That 
would be an Inault to the composer!” The 
chorus director reflected a moment, and then 
yaa cheerfally : “Ob, never mind him; he’s 
dead |” 








THE ORIGIN OF THE BRITISH MUSEUM 
LIBRARY, 


Ix an article on the World's Famous Libraries, 
appearing in the January number of the Wrnpsor 
MaGazing, there {fs an interesting account of our 

eat lMbraty. ‘The famous British Library 

with a gift of some 50,000 books to the 
nation by Sir Hane Sloane, but became really 
national library of inflaence when, in 1757, King 
George Il. presented to it the priceless and im- 
mense collection of books aud MSS. which had 
been collected by his predecessors on the throne 
from the time of Henry VII. onwards, These 
incladed also the library which had been Arch- 
bishop Cranmer’s, and those of other celesrated 
Englishmen of the Middle Ages. Then later, 
another king, George the Fourth, gave to the 
British Maseum Library the magnificent col- 
lection of worka which bis father, George J II., had 
spent his life in getting together at a coat of over 
£200,000. This noble gift of the year 1823 was 
followed by that of the Right Honourable Tacomas 
Grenville, in 1846, which consisted of over 20,000 
volumes, And by the law which provides that a 
copy of every work entered af Stationers’ Hal) 
shall be presented to thie library, the famous 
collection of books at the British Mozenm is ever 
increasing by leaps and bounds, The Immense 
readiog-room, when {it {s well filled with readers, 
fsa sight worth seeing. The absolute stillness 
and alr of studious fnterest which pervades the 
whole of this great apartment canvot fall to strike 
the moat careless observer. The long rows of 
shelving, miles upon miles of it, filled with the 
1,500,000 volumes that the library now boasts, 
are a never failing source of wonder. And one’s 
admiration ts the more increased when it Is 
remembered that so perfectly fs the whole 
catalogued that the librarians or their assistants 
can find any book required almost at a moment's 
notice! In this respect, ab least, our great 
as stands unique amongst the biggest 
librarles of the world.” 
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SOCIETY. 


~——— 


Iv is much hoped in Germany that her Majesty 
wili pay a vielt to the Kalser and Kafserin at 
Potedam towards the end of Aprii ; but nothiog 
at sli of a definite natare seems yet to be 
known. 


Tv the Qaeen returns from Bordighera through 
Germany in the spring’ and meets the Imperial 
Family she will confer the Order of the Garter 
ou the young Crown Prince, her great grandson. 
The Prince attains his legal majority on May 60h, 
and the Emperor Willam was of the same age 
when the Qaeen created him a Kalght of the 
Garter in 1877. 


THE Queen of Portugal Is engaged in the work 
of translating Hamlet into Portuguese. 


Taz Ktog and Qaeen of Roumania are to leave 
Bacharest to spend two or three months at 
‘Abbazls, on the Austrian Riviera, directly the 
Crown Prince and Crown Princess return home 
from their visit to the Dake and Dachess of 
Coburg at Coburg. 


Tus Emperor Willlam hay sent a formal invi- 
tation to the Piiace of Waler, the Duke of 
Connaught, and the Duke of York for the 
sonual Chapter of the Order of the Biaeck Eagle, 
which is to be held av the Schloss, Berlin, about 
the 27th of this month, The Duke of Coburg 
and the Grand Duke of Hease are golvg to 
Borlin to attend this function, s 


As at present arravged, the German Emperor 
will beat Cowes next summer, and wil), in all 
probability, be accompanied by the Empress and 
eome of their children, bat this musb nob be 
taken Ia the light of a visit to the Queen. Ther 
Majesties will jive on board the Hohenzollern, 
their private apartments (no other word would 
describe the accommodation) being far saperfor 
to those on the Victoria and Albert or the 
Usborne, or, indeed, to those on the Qaeen’s 
new yacht which has taken so long to build at 
Pembroke Dockyard, The nursery fe a con- 
spicuous featare on the Hohencullern, and all 
the Imperial children, seven. in number, could 
be provided with separate rooms, 


No famfly in Eogland, probably, makes a 
point of observing birthdays more than that of 
the Sovereign. . Tae Qreen herself never forgets 
any member, near or distant, and the younger 
members of the Connaught and Battenberg 
families are trained to kindly remembrance of 
those about them, and in thelr parents’ service, 
as well as of thelr relatives, Nob long since, 
Princess Eoa was very busy working an 
embroidered cloth, which wae duly precented to 
her godmother, the Empress Eagéaie, on her 
birthday ; and Priocess Henry of Battenberg 
and Princess Carfetian are both fond of “ makiog ” 
their gifts. Ona the Duke of Connaught’s last 
birthday Her Majesty gave hima large oll-painting 
of herself, 


Derine the last few months a new approach 
has beea made to the Royal vault, In order to 
facilitate the visits of the Royal Family, and the 
interlor has been lighted by electricity, while an 
sitar bas been placed at the upper end, The 
old ccffias covered with crimson velvet, with 
gold ornaments and mountings, have all been 
enclosed in oak cases, and they are now placed on 
the ehelves at the sides of the vault, Uatil 
within the last few weeks the large stone table 
in the centre of the vanit was covered with the 
ecffias of Gsorge IIL, Queen Charlotta, and the 
Dake of Kent. This vaalt was constructed by 
G .orge ILf. as a burflal-place for himself and his 
wife end their descendants, The last inter- 
cent was thet of the Dachess of Teck, The 
old Royal vault, in which Henry VIII. and 
Coarles [, are buried, is underneath the cholr of 
St. George’s Caapel, There is something very 
pithetic fa the brief entry in the chapel regleter 
which records the burial of the ‘Royal Martyr.” 
it simply consists of five words, with the date, 
‘** Kng Charles, from the Castle,” 





STATISTICS. 


Tue human volce car, In a few cases, utter 
296 words a milaute. 

ENcLanD consumes £8,000,000 worth of fish 
every year, 

Tuere are eald to be quite 200 000,000 
coples of tha Bible ecattered throughout ths 
world. 

Tue shipyards of Great Bvitato, all working 
together, could turn out a big steamship every 
day of the year. 

THE driest of all fishes fs, perbaps, the river 
eel; yet, according to an analysis by a German 
chemist, 60 per cent, of Ite substance ia water. 
Salmon comes next, with 61:4 per cent. 

GrocrapHicat statistics show that fifty-two 
volcanic Islands bave risen out of the sea since 
the beginning of the centary, Nineteen of 
that number have since disappeared, and ten 
are now Inhabited. 





GEMS. 


Tue golden moments in the stream of life 
rush past us, and we see nothing but sand ; 
the angels come to visit us, and we only know 
them when they are gone. 

THis way upward from the lowest stoge 
through every other to the highest ; that te, 
the way of development, so far from lowering 
ug te the brute level, Is the only way for us 
to attain the true highest—namely, the all- 
complete, 

Tre only conclusive evidence of = men’s 
sincerity is that he gives himself for a prin- 
elple.. Words, money, ali things else are com- 
paratively easy to give away ; but wher a man 
makes a gift of his dally life and practice, it ie 
plain that the truth, whatever it may be, has 
taken possession of him. 

Tuat pleasure Is low which tends to belittle 
the nature; that one fs high which tends to 
enlarge {t, That art Is low which stimulates 
only the feellngs and ideat most apt to bratalize 
—that is, to restrict and. narrow—for that fs the 
distinction between brute and map, the one 
little, the other large In powers and possibilities, 
Taoat art [a high which awakens feelings and ideas 
that are vital with tendencies toward more and 
still more of attaloment and being. . 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES, 


Arrte Jam,—To each pound of apple pulp add 
the strained juice of a lemon, the grated rind of 
half a Seville orange,and three-quarters of a pound 
of castor sugar. Stir, and efmmer for fifteen 
roinutes. Pat the jam into pots, and tie them 
down the followiag day with parchment covers. 

MARMALADE TaRTLETS,~~Mix two ounces bread- 
crumbs and two tablespoonfuls marmalade in a 
pint boiling milk : beat up three eggs, melt two 
ounces butter, andadd all to the mifiz, &:., with 
sugar to taste, Lire patty pans with short crust, 
then half fill with this mixture, and bake till cet, 
and the pastry is done, Sife castor sugar over, 
and serve. 

GINcERBREAD.—-One pound flour, one teaspoon- 
fal soda, tix ounces butter, one, teaspoonful 
ginger, six ounces gugar, one teaspoonfal mixed 
spice, half-pound treacle, about one teacapful 
buttermilk, three eggs, quarter. pound peel, two 
teaspoonfuls carraway seede; put flour, sugar, 
orange, soda and epices into a basin and mix 
them ; then melt the treacle and batter, and tir 
them fn ; beatup the eggs and stir them In ; cut 
the peel up and add {> and the carraways ; after 
that stir in as much buttermilk as makes {t molet 
and easily stirred; pour Inte a tio, and bake it 


} In a moderate oven. 





MISCELLANEOUS. 


Tens are certain flowers the perfume of which 
is produced by microbes, 

Women are not permitted to be photographers 
in China. 

Most of the theatres in Melbourne are equipped 
with billfard-rooma, 

Iv has been discovered that the bark of the 
acacla tree, which will grow in almost any soll, 
is an excellent tanning materia). 

Tue western part of Persia fs inhabited by a 
species of camel which {a the pigmy of its kind. 
1t is snow-white, and only five feet high. 

Two churches possess trees growlog within the!r 
walls ; one fs at Rose, the other at Kempeey, in 
Worcester, ° 

Tue town In England best provided with 
places of worship fs the ancient one of Rochdaic, 
where there are 145 churches and chapels, 

Tue viper ls the only poleonous snake known !n 
Europe, and it is found In every part of the 
Continent, as well as in Kogland, 

Tux wood of the redwood tree never decays, tt 
{s said, and fallen trunks which have been over- 
grown by old forests are as solid as the day they 
fell. 

Is Zante, one-of the Ionian Islands, there fs 1 
petroleum spriog which has been known for 
nearly three thousand years, Ib fs mentioned by 
Berodotus, 


THERE are parts of Spain where the hat is un- 
known, except in pictures, The mer, when they 
need a covering, tle up thelr heads, and the 
women tse flowers, 

From an interpretation of a passsge In. the 
Koran, Moslems are forbidden to have shades to 
their eyes, hence the absence of the psak both 
from the fez and the tarban. 

Execrricity has been applied to the manufac- 
ture of glazes. A pot of glass can be melted in 
fifteen minutes which by the old process would 
require thirty hours, 

At a marriage ceremony In Japan, neither the 
bride nor the groom wears avy clothing of a 
purple colour, leat their marriage ahould be soon 
dissolved, purple being a colour moat likely so 
fade, 


On an average, the River Thames is completely 
frozen over three times a century. When this 
happened formerly a great Frest Fair was in- 
variably held on the frozen river near London 
Bridge, 

A new medicine-spoon has lately been invented. 
Oa its handle fs a dial about the afzs of ashilifng, 
upon which are engraved numbers, There fs o 
little indicator in the centre, to show when the 
next food or medicine fs to be administered. 

Tue frult of the nutmeg resembles a pear fn 
appearance, and when rips, opens and dispisys 
the nat covered with a red coating of mace. The 
nuts are husked, and partially roasted over a 
slow fire until all the molsture is extracted. 
When cooled they are ready for sale. 

Tueataes in Spain have, no programmes, A 
bill in the lobby sometimes gives the cast, but 
most of the actors remaio unknown by name, 
The curtain fs devoted to advertisements, and fn 
Madrid theatres advertising-cards are sfiixed 
with the numbers on the back of each seat. 

Tr has been found that the pain caused by the 
sting of nettles Is due partly to formic acid and 
partly to a chemical resembilng suake-polson, 
Our nettles are comparatively harmlees ; bat in 
India, Java, and elsewhere, there are varieties tie 
painful effect of which lasts weeks, : 

In Egypt, on the River Nile, as wellas in Italy, 
on the Po, the custom of travelling for bse 
pasturage has been continued fronr the remotes’ 
ages to the present time, as there is about seven 
weeka’ diffsrence In the vegetation on the upper 
aud lower Nile. They uee large {lst-boats’ hold- 
ing from sixty to one hundred hives of bees, and 
float alowly along as the vegetation advances. 
The sinking of the boat to a certain depth in the 
water indicates when they have filled the hives 
with honey, 
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ROTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


me 

Antist.—Searlet uniform with blue facings. 

H. E.—It is registered at Stationers’ Hall, E.C. 

Maonat.—-Yon must consulé a book on magnetism. 

Paraior.—The 'g” in Kruger is pronounced hard. 

Romep.—Yeou are responsitle for your wife's sup- 

, port. 

A.rarp's Pet,-—Presents between lovers are regulated 
by taste. 

. Pen.—''Penelope” is pronounced as word of four 
syllables. } 

Oru1a.—It is not considered “good form,” but you 
ean do so. 

Jack —John is the most common Christian name in 
(Sagland. 

[oNoRANTs-~The proper pronunciation of the name 
Drayfuce. e 

Litrie EsGLanper.—Reserves were called out in 
1878, 1882, and 1885 

Bravie.—If possible, dry in the cpen air, but upon no 

‘account near the fire, 

W. 0.—Widow fs entitled to one-third only and child 
or children to remalader, 

OLarexce.—A’ seamen in the navy cannot rise above 
the rank of warrant officer. 

Osx wt Gamr.—The imprisonment does not infilct 
any etigma apon the child. 

Barranyia —The volunteers and yeomenry are gene- 
rally enlisted for home service only. 

Axxious Ho» —You are not liable for a debt incurred 
Dy your wife before marrlaga, 

Ocp Reapes:—If the woman leaves no will, her 
husband succeeds to her effects. 

D. B.—The property is divided equally between the 
surviving children of both wives. 

TrovRLRD.—We cannot give a remedy to effect a cure 
when unacqualated with the cause. 

Young and 80 Fairn.—Vitriol does not burn if wiped 
off the skin at once with a dry cloth, 

In Dzept.—You are only Hable to the extent of any- 
thing you inherited from your father. 

Anxiztx.--The voyage to the Cape on the fast 
steamers takes abont seventeen Gays. 

SoLrrek’s MomHen.-—Tsandila > > pals am Zatu: 
land. Killed, 837, dated 220@9dh., 1879. ° 

Ose ww Dover.—If you express doubt as to frst 
ceremony you can dou! 8 arrange a fresh one. 

Seéxex Heanrsn.—There {sno ground for action if 
the efigtgément was broken off by mutual consent. 

Ooxarase Reaper.—Consult @ responsible lawyer. 
Ho ¢an tell you just exactly what ateps are necessary. 

Waannion Borm.=Oolonel Burnaby was k'l'ed at the 
— of Aba Klea, in the Soudan,‘on January 17th, 

So, dated 

Poitere ttn: — The conditions for a foreigner to become 
: aaa ere ehmnep are five years’ residence and a 

lee of £5. 

Masicat, —Practics is ini 
study of muglo, without wh 
will not suffice, 

N. A-—The trifitng error tn the Obristian name would 
not invalidates right to the property, as aw identifica 
tion would suffice, 

Acaose THe 8¢4.—The one ‘occupation for women 
which te least sought after” in the colontes, asat. home, 
is domestic service, 

Exp, Wars ayy Buvs.—The employment of poisonous 
Piece In eholls or bullets would be contrary to the laws 
of civilised warfare, we : 

Pozzi ED, >-Phe expression *. 
sufficiently neamt ¥ the dividity 
readily pass over tt, 

Amerrrousd ola gone amateur company, where you 
will learn to walkthe stage, and have. opportunities for 
studyin; eloention, & 2. , 

Aurcg.—T u 

5 


ensabla to succeed In the 
too most striking talent 


the’ frontier” gneans: 


ion is mrch Pe - wy At prisent, 
: oplaign is that the present year 
is the firat of a new century. 

VocaL.—Exercise it regularly, but do not aitempt to 
foree it until after your twenty-firet year. You may 
then rafely try what itis capable st, ~ 


MAcGim.—~Vaseline ts best, Raba.very lttls well in | 





With a soft cloth, and polish with a second, cloth sill 
every suspich of g si is removed. 


Srupent, Certainly {t fs a great mistike td suppose 
that those who are engaged tn _biain_-work require lesa 
food than those whose labour ds meanual, 

Mrnnor~-Thiz can be done at home, but will 
find it a difficult and costly process, and you bad teh 
better gobit done in the.trade.. Common glass would 
answer, but-better use plate glais, 


O. Ty. ‘Ti Tse: address pyou ¢hink ‘At to e to th 
pee tion. ta the, one. acount as es they 
10 Knowledge of any other, and are not entitled to 

the explanation that it ts in reality a friend's, 


‘Ty frevktes tf used f 


aé to defend’ 4& or to: 





8. P. ¥.—You must write to the Registrar-General of 
Shipping, Custom House, London, ta order to obtain 
the precise date and locality of the wreck. 


Exrevsiast.—In proportion to population, the little 
Republic of Switzerland can boast of having a larger 
army than any other nation in the world. 


Cuniovs.—The last day of the nineteenth century will 
be December 21st, 1990, and so the firat day of the 
twentieth century will be January ist, 1901. 


Frrewonxs.—A cashmere shawl does not depreciate 
with age; its colouring on the contrary, besomes 
toned by time, and gains a beautiful mellowness. 


W. 8.—Sponge at once lightly with clean cold water, 
and when dry tron on the wrong side with a warm-—not 
hot—iron, and the stains should be a thing of the past. 


Svupsrnycuity.—The electric needle burns ont the 
roots of the hairs {n much the same way as gunpowder 
a the roots of trees when a forest is being 

are 


Marrep Beavty.—You must on no account attempt 
to remove moles from your face; the resvit would 
almost certainly be to induce eczema and disigure your 
countenance hopelessly. 


Arxiovs “TO BE MARRIED,—Marrlages contracted 
throvgh advertising are not very likely to turn ont 
happy ; indeed there is every reason why they should 
be otoer wise, 


Hovsaw.re.—Iron snd steel goods can be safely 
stored without fear of ruat, if before wrapping them 
in paper they are wiped over with a cloth moistened 
with paraffin. 


Deoxsovs,—In marriage there is no disparity between 
a husvand aged tairty-five and a wife twenty-six years. 
At those ages thelr tempers are most likely to 
harmonise. 


As Orv Reapea.—Rip2 tomatoes will remove almost 
any kind of stain from the hands, and they can aleo be 
ueed to great advantage on white cloth, removing ink 
spots as well ag many others, 


Ix Distarss —-The husband would have to pay the 
costs, of course, if a decree nisi were obtained. You 
could sue in Jorna pauperis; but even then some small 
fees would have to be met, 


GONE, 


‘ Caw you not see how I bave missed you, dearest, 
How I regret I ever gave you pain, 

How even then I held you first and nesrest? 
O Love, if you could only come again ! 


I would b§ kinder to you, I was fretfut ; & 
Life had so. much that wae too hard to bear; 

I did not understand how, self-forgeticl, ‘ 
Your love had lightened every pain or éare. * 


We grow too sure of those who never give us 
A single anxious thought; they ate our own. 

I did not dream that death wenld date to rob me, 
Uatil I found my priceless treasure gone.” 


Worxrp.—You can keep the lodgers goods as 
security until he pays his debt; but should you sell 
en and he were then to offer to pay you would be 
Mable for the full value of the goods. 

M. O. 1.—The following lotion will generally remove 
‘or a cousiderable length of time : Pow- 
deved alum aud. lemon-jutce, one ounce each pr. gose 
water, one pint. 


Dousxor.—The letters P P.O. inserlbed on a@ vielting- 
card roean that the 
bourhoid ; they are the initials for the French .words, 
pour prendre conge, * to take leave," bien” 


Pav.ine.—A novel way to make sandwiches fs t use 
horseraiish grated while fresh insteadsof mustard. 
Spread it in a thin layer upon @ach battered elice, and 
the result will be found an appetis!og surprise. 

Bers.—All sancepans shovld be washed, both outside 
and ioside, with bot soapy water, rinsed in clean hot 
water, and wiped dry witha elean cloth. A soapy or 
greasy dishcloth should never be weed for this purpose, 

Anxtovs Carriz.—If the mother can prove that her 
son is her-only support «be magy on applying tothe War 
Office, obtain his discharge ; son's consent must also be 

ivea ;.abe should get some ptrson of Mafiuence t> make 


‘the application, 


‘Svseesm.—To restore the colofir of Avory Which has 
become yc liow, boil it for an boar in a solution of a'um., 
Another plan is to clean it with burnt pumice-stone, 
powdered and motetened with a litle water. Dry in 
the sun under glass. 


Hovsspoip Tagasvar You cannot prevent the brass 


. from tarnishing tf your atuioephere happens to be some- 


what impure; but the gasalier can be easily cleaned if 
taken down, washed well with good warm,;soap and 
water, then rubbed dry and hung up agsin. 


Trennisiy Asxtovs.—The proverb, '‘ Every bullet has 
ite billet,” te said to bave originated in a superstition 
common among soldiers fifty years back that their 
_ was written on the bullet that stretched them 


Recuitar Reaper.—Your best chance of finding ont 
whether it is the case will be to take her to a good 
teacher of singing, and ict him try her voice. She 
woul], of course, have to devote all her time aad atten- 
tion to study if she wished to be succesaful. 


pereon is about leaving the mpigh. 





Bonwit —Wash the shelves and walls with strong 
chloride of Mme, and then sprinkle into crevices and 
over the shelves insect powder. Tals treatment gete 
rid of them. But the chloride of lime cannot be used 
without danger while meat or other food {ts in the 
place ; therefore, if you wish to try it, remove all food 
till the cure is effected. 

Onarite.—In order to remove stains from engravings 
or drawings, tale or powdered magnesia ts spread either 
directly on the stains or on white filtering paper y laced 
on the stalas. Damp the substance with commercial 
peroxide of hydrogen (oxygenated water), and leave it 
for zome hours; then brash it away. Ovifee and wine | 
staina on plans or drawings completely vanish, without 
any danger to the lines of the work. : 


Frora.—The usual wey to extract the perfurne of 
flowers {s tv gather the flowers and put them in the sup 
in pans, cover them with sweet oil, unsalted butter, or 
purified lard. Add fresh rose leaves or other blooms to 
the grease every day. When it has become saturated 
with the perfume, put the ofl or grease tuto a bottle 
and fill the bottle with alcohol or sptrits of wine, which 
will eat up the grease, but spare the perfume. Lately 
it has been found that odours can be «xtracted by 
immersing tho flowers in pure water, and afterwards 
— perfume from the water by means of 
ether. 


Domestic.—Curtains of really good matérial cam 
generally be washed satisfactorily, provided they are 
put tuto soapy lather and no scap ja rabbed actually 
on them. In the case of green ones, add ox-gali to the 
water instead of soap. For dark silk-lined curtains 
grate a pound of potatoes to a pulp, add to them a pint 
of water, well stir, and steve through a coarse sieve. 
Let stand till the liquor on top is clear, pour it off 
gently so as not to disturb the sediment, and sponge 
the curtains, firat with this, and afterwards with o@ 
cloth wrung out of cold water, and fron througha damp 
cloth, It is best to try this sponging mixture ona 
small corner before doing the whole curtain. 


J. Lovepay.—Surmames wira given to individuals 
originally ag a means of distin gaiehing one from another 
when they became eo numerous in adistrict thata mere 
Christian name lost its significance among them; a 
man’a colour (Black, Brown, Gray), bis trade (Smitb, 
Gardener, Baker, Tailor), his localtty (Hill, Loch, Holm), 
or landmark ( Aitken—near the little oak); im course of 
time, to suit individual fancy, old names have been 
clipped cr patched, «liom with advantage to their 
symmetry and always to the ruin of their original 
significance ; tils is what has ocenrred fn case of your 
name—a letter has been dropped from it, and now !t is 
meaningless except as distinguishing you from others. 


Lover or Histony —It is Admfrable, not Admiral, 
Crichton... The prefix was given because the man who 
bore the name was admirable in every way—the most 
nearly perfect of all men. He was born Scotland in 
1550. Before be was twenty be had mastered, ten 
lavgusgee and run throvgh the whole circle of the 
scionces. He had also perfected himeelf in athletics 
and in overy maniy decomplishment. In all thé capitals 
of Europe he early achteved victories in 
with learned nen ig 8)] branches of buman knowledge 
Boside this he had wonderful beauty of pereom, gentle- 
hess and giave and strength. He vanquished in a 
conteat the most famous gladiator in Europe. Yet this 
almost perfect creature was murdered in the streets by 
a drunken youngster—the son of the Duke of Mantua— 
to whom Crichton bad been appointed a tutor. 


Org wo Waxrs Apvite.—-Ae a tule-lorg~ engrgo- 
mientgare a mistake ; but cach case must, of course. 
be comfidered on ite: rnerits. © If pecple falb-im love and 
pledgé@ themselves when: they are quite goung, ot 
Goureeithoirengagement mist be long. Juglater fe, 
however, the lesgth of an’engagement sho depend 
to a considayable extent on the amount of knowledge 
of each which the lovers previously postessedi’ 14 
they had Watched each other's carecr and known each 
cther’a disposition for yeare, the ergagement period 





q may very wieely be shortened; but otherwise it fs 


certainly advisable that « evflictont time should be 
allowed to test the stability of the foelings of the 
parties toward each other and thelr suitability of 
temperament. We should make twoyears the outsice 
Mmit.of any engagement, unless ths circumstances were 
exceptional. If people cannot marry within that time 
they ought not to bind themeeives. We do not say 
tbat they may not come to an understanding which 
atcps ehortof a real engegement, but an engagement 
ought to be entered open as distinc'ly preliminary to 
marriage, and it is eeldom wise or kind to make it a 
lengtby preliminary. 








Tax Loxpow Respgr can be sent to any part of the 
world, post-free wee Weekly ; or Quarterly, 
One Shilling and Eightpence. The yearly subscription 
for the Monthly Part, including Christraas Part, ts 
Bight Shillings and Eightpence, post-free, 


Artz Back Nomerens, Paats sud Votumes are tn 
print, and may be bad of any Bookacilora. 


NOTICE.—Part 4£6 is Now _Resdy, price Sixpence, 
post free, Bightpence. Also Vol. LX ALLL, bound in 
cloth, 4s. 6d, 

Tax INDEX to Vou. LE XITL ts now Ready} Price 
One Penny, post-free, Throe-halfpence. 


ALL Lerrens To BR ADDRESSED TO THE Enrtoe 
Pe Lowpow Reapga, 26, Cathorlue Street, Strand, 


a". We canndt undertake to return rejected manu- 
scripte 
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l Lux! 
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A NOVEL WASHING 
PREPARATION, 
POSSESSING THE 
HIGHEST DETERGENT 
PROPERTIES IN A 
CONCENTRATED 
FORM. INVALUABLE 

L | FOR THE BATH, FOR 

ul X| THE TOILET, FOR 

| SHAMPOOING, FOR 


| 
Lux HAIRWASH, FOR WASHING FLANNELS, WOOLLENS, BLAN- 


KETS, JERSEYS, SWEATERS, HOSIERY, LACE CURTAINS, ée., de. 


Lux oo Gee 


LUX Manufactured by 


| LIGHTENS * LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, 
tl x | LABOUR. Port Sunlight, Cheshire. 


! 
| 
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PEPPER'S TONIC “ATLAS” LQ0K: SILLS 


pilachine. Works oy Hand 
ae sary selinctin wo wil % 
Prorotes Ap P.O. for ove pansy ~ (aa 
CURES DYSPEPSIA, HYSTERIA, ainveuse COMPLAINTS, Balance can be paid 6 MONTHLY. | 
SHILLING BOTTLES. 


Tiida beac MOBI 
| Suvan 
SHILLING 
BOTTLES. | 
A SPOTLESS SKIN. 
A BEAUTIFUL OOMPLEXION. } 
BRUPTIONS, PIMPLES 
ENTIRELY FADE AWAY. 


KR. J. COLLIS BROW NE’S 


CHLORODYNE 


SS ISRRBG@A, PYSENTERY, (CHOLERA, 
ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS. | ‘D GENERAL A, ‘DY HEALTH, = One thet it AOTS a « 


sinned , one dose generally sufficient. 
gt 3 ds, . rt rs ORODYNE i iss liquid medicine Dr. GIBBON, Army Medical Staff, ‘Caloutta, states :--“‘'rwo DOaES COMFLETH.? 
alm, oe a 
WITROUT | HEAD OHS, and invigorates the nervous ap tt. when exheusted. | ome = DIARRWAEA.” 


DD, Corie BROWNE. CHLORODYNE,— Vice-Chancellor § Sir | De 3 _SOLLIB BROWNE’S GHLORODYNE ‘rapidly outs “ghort 
undoubtedly the INVENTOR of CHLOBODINE, teas tae ele ce ee | E,PILEPSY, SPASMS, COLIC, 























ORIGINAL AND 





ONLY GENUINE 

















foteadar 

. — to. 77 = , Suly 18th, — and he regretted to say it had been | PALPITATION, HY rere 

state asa Dalomghis The IMMENSE SALE S 

re: J. COLLIS BROWNE'S CHLORODYNE is the TRUE [em EoRTANT CAUTION The MME IMITATIONS. 
PAULIATIVE tn NEURALGIA, GOUT, GANCER, TOOTHACHE, careful to observe TRADE MARK. Of all Chemists. he ty 4/6. bela 

RHRUMATISM. | Manufacturer—J. T. DAVENPORT, 88, Great Russell Street, Eeatlon C. 
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